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The  r>utcn  lad  sighted  the  favorite  fcun  and  let  it  go.  It  was  a  fine  shot,  for  the  j»reat 
hall  struck  the  pirate  amidship,  and  Thad  clapped  his  hands. 
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PI  RUSHER’S  NOTE:  At  some  time  or  other  the  fascination  of  life  at  sea  takes  hold  upon  the  imagination  of  the  average  lad  who  haf 

■  ■  . .  healthy  red  blood  in  his  veins.  From  the  day  he  is  able  to  read  the  stirring  adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe,  a 

Yearning  to  travel  and  look  upon  strange  sights  the  world  over  takes  possession  of  him.  Usually  this  gradually  gives  way  to  the  less  strenuo us 
pleasures  that  surround  him  at  home,  but  in  innumeiable  instances  it  has  led  young  fellows  to  go  forth  to  seek  their  fortune.  And  next  to  Robin¬ 
son  Crusoe,  boys  have  somehow  loved  to  read  of  the  bold  buccaneers  who  harried  the  sea  at  the  time  Spain  was  sending  the  treasures  stolen  from 
Mexico  and  Peru  across  to  the  mother  country.  In  this  series  we  purpose  giving  thrilling  stories  of  those  notorious  old  sea  tigers  and  what  wonder¬ 
ful  adventures  three  brave  boys  met  among  them.  These  stories  will  be  found  exciting  enough  to  please  everyone,  but  above  reproach,  since  there 
is  not  the  slightest  design  shown  to  glorify  the  life  of  a  buccaneer  or  pirate,  but  rather  the  reverse.  They  are  the  very  best  tales  that  money  can 
buy,  and  we  believe  will  receive  a  rousing  welcome  from  boys. 


Issued  Weekly.  By  Subscription  Sa.jo  per  year.  Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  sqoj,  in  the  Office  of  the  Librarian  of  Congress, 

Washington ,  D.  C.,  by  The  Winner  Library  Co.,  i6j  West  Fifteenth  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


No.  31.  NEW  YORK,  August  12,  1905.  Price  Five  Cents. 


How  Our 


the  Fort. 


By  AN  OTD  SALT, 


CHARACTERS  IN  THIS  STORY. 


—  From  — 

HAROLD  J.  GIESE 

3422  North  Robey  Street 

Chicago,  Illinois 

CHAPTER  I. 


THE  MAD  CAPTAIN 


Thad,  Oliver  and  “ Simple  Simon,”  the  three  boy  chums  who  set 
out  to  win  renown  and  benefit  humanity  by  capturing  the  notorious 
Captain  Kidd,  the  most  dreaded  “scorcher  of  the  seas,”  at  the  time 
New  York  was  but  a  small  town.  Thad  was  the  recognized  leader 
of  the  valiant  trio,  and  Simon  very  often  proved  to  be  not  so  very 
“  simple  ”  after  all,  since  he  possessed  a  bold  heart,  and  was  ready  to 
risk  much  for  the  right.  After  a  variety  of  strange  adventures 
♦hey  were  wrecked,  and  landed  on  an  island  in  the  tropics. 

Pedbeard,  a  notorious  pirate,  merciless  and  bold,  and  the  skipper 
of  the  Sea  Cat. 

Captain  Bolero,  who  commanded  on  the  island  kingdom. 

Mont!,  a  dwarf. 

Jack  Cropper,  once  a  guardsman  in  New  York,  but  who  turned  to 
the  life  of  a  freebooter. 

Morto,  who  served  under  the  “Mad  Captain”  Bolero,  but  had 
shrewd  plans  of  his  own. 

Budd,  se  ond  in  command  on  board  tne  Sea  Cat. 

Margot,  a  waif  of  the  ocean. 


“Well,  here  we  are,  three  of  the  worst-looking  speci¬ 
mens  of  humanity  I  ever  saw.” 

“I’ll  own  that  we’re  not  the  handsomest  fellows  on 
earth,  but  this  is  better  than  feeding  the  sharks  of  the 
Caribbean.” 

“Right  you  are,  Thad,”  answered  Simon,  as  he  gazed 
at  his  wet  and  torn  clothes.  “What  has  become  of  the 
Catalan,  I  cannot  say.  Again  we  are  out  of  Grimsliaw’s 
clutches  and,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  we  are  likely  to  keep 
out  of  them.” 

Our  three  young  friends,  whose  exciting  adventures 
we  have  followed  so  long,  stood  on  the  shore  of  an  island 
not  far  from  the  mainland  of  what  is  now  known  as 
Venezuela. 

The  night  would  soon  close  about  them. 

They  had  reached  the  island  in  a  boat  which  had  put 
off  from  the  sinking  Catalan  of  Sir  Henry  Morgan’s 
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licet,  and,  so  far  as  they  knew,  they  were  the  sole  sur¬ 
vivors  of  the  wreck. 

The  name  of  the  island  was  unknown  to  them. 

They  fancied  that  it  was  one  of  a  group  that  lay  in 
that  quarter  of  the  globe. 

It  offered  some  protection,  for  back  of  them  ran  a 
line  of  forest,  while  a  sandy  beach  kissed  the  restless  sea. 

Fortunately,  they  had  been  able  to  bring  to  the  wild 
spot  their  weapons  and  a  little  food,  the  latter  much  dam¬ 
aged  by  water,  but  they  hoped  to  replenish  their  store 
with  their  pistols,  for  they  doubted  not  that  the  island 
would  afford  some  kind  of  game. 

The  Catalan  had  disappeared. 

The  boys  determined  to  make  the  best  of  the  situation, 
which  was  not  very  desirable,  and,  after  a  brief  halt  on 
the  beach,  they  struck  inland  to  see  what  they  could 
discover. 

The  ground  rose  gently  from  the  sea. 

In  a  short  time  they  were  in  a  large  forest,  and,  after 
passing  through  it,  they  came  out  on  a  plain,  which  they 
could  see  in  the  last  rays  of  the  tropical  sun. 

They  also  discovered  that  the  island  was  not  a  large 
one,  for,  from  where  they  stood,  they  could  see  the  ocean, 
and  beyond  it  the  skyline  fast  fading  from  view. 

Suddenly  Simon  cried  out  that  he  saw  s6me  one  mov- 

/ 

ing  on  the  plain. 

“Then  this  island  is  inhabited/’  said  Thad.  “Mayhap 
it  is  the  abode  of  some  sea  robber - ” 

“Look !  there  are  at  least  three  persons  down  yonder,” 
broke  in  the  keen-sighted  Dutch  boy.  “I  can  count  that 
many  anyhow.” 

“Sure  enough.  T  see  them,  too.” 

The  young  castaways  watched  the  moving  figures  for 
a  little  while,  and  saw  that  they  had  evidently  been  dis¬ 
covered.  ^ 

“Now  we  shall  know  our  fate,”  remarked  the  staid 
Oliver. 

“Whatever  it  be,  let  us  meet  it  like  men.” 

“Certainly.  They  can’t  more  than  kill  us.” 

In  a  little  while  the  boys  stood  face  to  face  with  three 
bearded  men,  who  came  forward  with  weapons  in  their 
hands. 

They  were  fierce-looking  men,  with  sallow  skins  and 
great,  wild  eyes,  and  the  boys  were  at  a  loss  to  make  out 
their  nationality. 

The  foremost  fellow  looked  the  three  over  from  head 
to  foot,  and  said  something  in  low  tones  to  his  com¬ 
panions. 

The  others  nodded,  and  the  leader  turned  again  upon 
the#three  chums. 

“Who  are  you.''”  he  asked,  in  a  mixture  of  French  and 
Spanish. 

“We  are  survivors  of  the  wreck  of  the  Catalan,”  an¬ 
swered  Thad. 

“Whose  ship  was  the  Catalan ?” 


“Sir  Henry  Morgan’s.” 

The  men  exchanged  swift  glances.  • 

“What  bedame  of  the  others  ?”  asked  the  captain  of  the 

strangers. 

“They  may  have  perished.” 

“But  you  have  been  saved?”  ** 

“Yes,  our  boat  is  down  yonder  behind  the  timber.” 

“Good !” 

“What  island  is  this?” 

“Lizard  Isle.” 

“My  God !”  said  Simon,  under  his  breath,  “we  have 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  mad  captain.” 

Thad,  too,  had  evidently  recognized  the  danger  that 
menaced  them  when  the  name  of  the  island  was  mentioned. 

“Where  is  your  governor?”  he  asked. 

“Over  there,”  said  the  dark  man,  pointing  away.  “He 
is  very  ill,  and  your  coming  will  do  him  good.” 

“Take  us  to  him,  then ;  the  sooner  the  better,”  Thad 
said. 

In  another  moment  the  three  castaways  were  stalking 
away  with  the  men. 

After  a  few  minutes’  walk  they  came  upon  a  collection 
of  houses,  several  of  which  seemed  to  be  good,  stone  ones, 
and  one  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  plaza  looked  really 
magnificent. 

Toward  this  last  structure  the  boys  were  conducted. 

When  near  the  steps  of  the  house,  the  leader  of  the 
three  men  whirled  suddenly  upon  our  heroes. 

“Within  the  last  few  days,”  said  he,  “have  you  seen 
a  black  ship  on  the  sea?” 

“We  have  not.” 

“Nor  a  vessel  that  carried  a  flag  with  a  great  cat’s 
head  on  it?” 

“We  have  seen  ho  such  flag.” 

There  was  no  further  questioning,  and  the  lads  were 
conducted  into  the  palace  and  through  a  long  corridor. 

They  were  next  ushered  into  a  chamber  hung  with 
crimson  curtains  and  saw  upon  a  cot  in  one  corner  of  the 
place  a  man  with  a  long,  gray  beard. 

This  individual  looked  important,  since  he  wore  a  flashy 
uniform,  and  across  the  foot  of  the  cot  lay  a  handsome 
sword. 

He  turned  his  face  toward  our  friends  and  gazed  at 
them  with  a  pair  of  steely  eyes. 

“Who  are  these?”  he  asked,  looking  for  an  instant  at 
the  head  man  of  the  captors. 

“Castaways  from  the  wreck  of  the  Catalan .” 

“Youngsters,  eh?” 

“Yes,  but  they’ve  got  good  muscles,  and  look  as  if 
they  could  fight.” 

“Come  closer.” 

The  boys  moved  up  to  the  cot  and  were  regarded  for 
five  minutes  in  silence  by  the  man  who  occupied  it. 

“Have  you  asked  them,  Morto.  if  they  have  seen  anv- 
thing  of  the  Sea  Cat?"  the  man  said. 
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“They  have  not  seen  her,  master.” 

‘‘Very  well.  Now,  my  young  sirs,  you  will  be  seated.” 

Thad  and  his  chums  seated  themselves  in  the  luxurious 
chairs  the  apartment  contained. 

“You  have  reached  Lizard  Isle,  or,  in  other  words,  the 
kingdom  of  Satan,”  resumed  the  man.  “I  am  Capt.  Bo¬ 
lero.  This  island  belongs  to  me,  and  for  five  years  I  hav<^ 
defied  the  world.” 

“But  the  Sea  Cat - ” 

“Ah.  The  Sea  Cat  is  the  ship  of  my  worst  enemy.  She 
is  commanded  by  one  Redbeard,  the  most  infamous  rascal 
the  world  ever  saw.  He  is  again  hovering  in  these  parts, 
and  has  sent  me  word  that,  before  long,  he  will  take  my 
possessions  and  spit  me  on  a  stake  in  my  own  capital.” 

The  man’s  hand  wandered  to  the  sword  at  the  foot  of 
the  cot,  and  he  raised  it  ab6ve  his  head. 

“By  this  sword,  I  have  sworn  that  the  captain  of  the 
Sea  Cat  shall  fail,”  he  went  on.  “I  have  defied  him.  I 
sent  him  word  that  it  would  be  a  sorry  day  when  he  fell 
afoul  of  Capt.  Bolero.” 

“How  much  of  a  force  have  you  to  resist  the  Sea  Cat?” 
asked  young  Thad. 

“Not  so  much  as  I  would  like,  but,  since  you  have  come 
to  me,  I  think  I  have  enough.  I  will  at  once  enlist  you  in 
my  little  army,  and  we  will  resist  Capt.  Redbeard  to  the 
last.” 

The  boys  exchanged  glances,  but  did  not  speak. 

The  situation  was  not  improving. 

They  had  escaped  the  perils  of  the  sea  only  to  fall  into 
the  hands  of  a  merciless  rascal  who  was  no  better  than 
Sir  Henry  Morgan. 

An  hour  later  Thad  and  his  chums,  after  having  par¬ 
taken  of  a  good  meal,  were  permitted  to  roam  about  the 
place. 

They  discovered  but  few  men. 

Those  whom  they  did  see  were  like  the  ones  who  had 
captured  them — great,  swarthy  fellows,  who  went  armed 
to  the  teeth. 

They  looked  about  for  a  fort,  but  could  find  none. 

“The  mad  captain,”  said  Thad,  “has  no  fort.  If  he  ex¬ 
pects  to  resist  the  Sea  Cat,  he  should  build  one  at  once.  I 
doubt  if  he  has  the  semblance  of  a  cannon - ”  x 

His  sentence  was  broken  suddenly,  for  there  came  out 
of  one  of  the  houses  a  girl  nearly  white. 

At  sight  of  the  boys  she  stopped  suddenly,  and  then 
ran  back  into  the  place. 

“A  rose  in  this  garden  of  thorns,”  said  Simon,  with  a 
light  laugh.  “She  had  pretty  eyes  and  a  willowy  figure, 
and  must  be  a  prisoner  on  Lizard  Isle.” 

“Time  will  tell,  perhaps,”  Oliver  remarked. 

In  another  moment  the  same  girl  came  out  of  the 
house  and  advanced  toward  the  boys. 

“Where  from?”  she  asked,  in  fair  English. 

Thad  told  the  story  of  the  wreck  in  a  few  brief  sen¬ 
tences. 


“And  now,  who  are  you?”  said  he,  at  the  conclusion  of 
his  narrative. 

“I  am  Margot — Margot,  the  daughter  of  an  English¬ 
man  who  was  lost  at  sea  two  years  ago.  I  was  the  only 
person  saved  from  the  wreck  of  the  Lady  Belle.  I  drifted 
to  this  island  on  a  spar,  and  here  I  have  been  ever  since.” 

“Among  these  ruffians?”  cried  Thad. 

“Among  Capt.  Bolero  and  his  men.” 

“And  they  have  treated  you - ” 

“With  strange  kindness,”  the  girl  broke  in.  “I’ve  had 
half  a  dozen  offers  of  marriage,  but  the  mad  captain  in¬ 
terposes  every  time.  He  is  really  mad.  At  night  he  goes 
down  to  the  shore  and  curses  everything  human.  He 
calls  down  upon  the  Sea  Cat  the  vengeance  of  Heaven, 
and  then  he  comes  back  to  the  palace  and  falls  in  a  faint. 
It  is  my  duty  to  revive  him,  for  he  will  let  no  one  but  me 
touch  him.” 

“A  strange  man,”  cried  Thad. 

“Yes,  and  you  should  see  his  treasure.” 

“He  has  treasure,  then?” 

“Heaps  of  it.” 

“In  the  palace?” 

“In  a  secret  place,  the  key  pf  which  he  keeps  locked  in 
his  bosom.  Once  he  took  me  blindfolded  to  the  treasure 
room,  and  I  was  dazzled  by  the  riches  he  showed  me. 
Then  he  brought  me  back  to  the  main  room  of  the  palace 
and  removed  the  blindfold.” 

“What  is  the  secret  of  the  enmity  between  your  master 
and  the  Sea  Cat?”  asked  Thad. 

“That  is  his  secret  as  well,”  was  the  reply.  “He  hates 
the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat  with  all  his  heart,  and  that 
villain  has  sent  a  threat  to  the  island.” 

“So  he  told  us,”  Thad  answered.  “But  where  is  the 
fort  by  which  you  must  expect  to  meet  him  ?” 

“There  is  no  fort.  We  have  the  stones  to  build  one, 
but  Capt.  Bolero  cannot  plan  it,  and  the  men  will  not.” 

“I  say,”  put  in  Simon,  at  this  point,  “wouldn’t  you  like 
to  get  away  from  here?” 

A  smile  came  to  Margot’s  lips,  and  her  face  lost  color. 

“No,  I’m  satisfied  here,”  said  she.  “This  is  not  the 
nicest  place  in  the  world,  but  I’ve  been  here  so  long  that 
I’m  content.” 

“Content  to  live  with  the  mad  captain  and  his  villains  ?” 

She  bowed  her  head. 

“Come  !”  cried  the  Dutch  boy  to  his  companions.  “We’ll 
take  a  look  at  the  whole  island.  It  isn’t  very  large,  is  it, 
Margot  ?” 

“Not  large,  but  it  is  dangerous.  Over  yonder,  where 
you  see  those  rocks  rising  up,  is  a  pit  that  has  no  bottom. 
Every  now  and  then  a  shaft  of  fire  leaps  from  its  depths 
and  illumines  the  sea,  for  it  generally  shoots  up  at  night. 
We  call  it  the  Devil’s  Well.” 

“We’ll  take  a  look  at  it.” 

The  girl  stood  and  watched  the  boys  till  they  were  some 
distance  away. 
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“Why  did  they  come?”  she  said  to  herself,  speaking 
aloud.  “What  fate  brought  them  across  my  path  ?” 

Thad  and  his  chums  crossed  to  the  rocks  mentioned  by 
Margot,  and  halted  at  the  rim  of  a  dark,  cavernous  open¬ 
ing,  the  bottom  of  which  they  could  not  see. 

“This  must  be  the  place,”  said  Simon,  and  the  next 
moment  he  tossed  a  stone  into  the  pit. 

It  seemed  to  bound  from  wall  to  wall  as  it  descended, 
and  at  last  the  boys  heard  a  faint  sound  as  if  the  stone 
had  struck  bottom. 

“Look  yonder!”  cried  Thad,  as  he  fell  back.  “We  are 
not  alone  on  this  part  of  the  island.” 

All  looked  in  the  last  flushes  of  day  and  saw,  standing 
on  a  large  rock,  a  figure  that  startled  them. 

It  was  the  figure  of  a  woman,  tall,  gaunt,  and  with  the 
looks  of  a  witch. 

“Let’s  get  back,”  whispered  Simon,  as  he  shrank  away. 
“Better  the  clutches  of  the  mad  captain  than  the  hands  of 
that  ogress.  She  doesn’t  seem  flesh  and  bone,  but  looks 
like  a  ghost.” 

In  another  second  the  boys  were  running  toward  the 
houses. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  “SEA  CAT”  AND  HER  LAIR. 

The  Sea  Cat  was  not  unknown  among  the  waters  of  the 
Caribbean. 

She  was  one  of  the  most  dangerous  foes  the  galleons 
had,  and  her  movements  were  so  secret  that,  when  she 
was  thought  to  be  far  away,  she  pounced  down  upon  her 
prey. 

Her  captain,  Tomaso  Danglers,  known  in  history  as 
Redbeard,  had  a  reputation  for  cruelty  second  to  none  in 
that  part  of  the  world. 

He  had  been  a  pirate  for  years. 

Other  rovers  had  tried  to  rid  the  sea  of  their  rival,  but 
without  success. 

Redbeard  was  too  shrewd  for  them,  and  his  great  flag 
floated  serenely  from  his  masthead,  and  he  was  still  the 
cat  of  the  sea. 

He  loved  riches,  did  this  man,  like  as  those  old,  merci¬ 
less,  sea  kings. 

The  flash  of  a  gem  was  pleasing  to  his  eye,  and  he 
would  rather  look  upon  a  heap  of  doubloons  than  court 
the  prettiest  donna  of  old  or  new  Spain. 

No  one  knew  his  parentage ;  he  was  wont  to  say,  when 
asked  about  it,  that  he  could  sit  on  a  throne  if  he  so  de¬ 
sired,  but  he  preferred  the  hunting  ground  of  the  Carib¬ 
bean  and  the  wild  battles  that  the  chase  brought  him. 

His  vessel  was  rightly  named. 

She  had  the  movements  of  the  night  cat — slipping  along 
the  coast  to  pounce  upon  the  unwary,  and,  before  he 
could  be  overhauled,  he  w&s  gone. 

If  Thad  and  his  chums  could  have  crossed  a  little  space 


of  watery  waste  while  they  were  exploring  Lizard  Isle, 
they  would  have  come  upon  the  Sea  Cat. 

She  lay  under  some  cliffs  that  rose  above  a  long,  little 
island  not  far  from  Capt.  Bolero’s  domain. 

Her  sails  had  been  secured  for  the  night,  and  every¬ 
thing  indicated  that  she  was  about  to  take  a  nap. 

Her  captain  stood  on  the.  little  poop  deck  of  the  ship 
‘"with  his  arms  folded  on  his  bosom  and  his  face  turned 
seaward. 

He  was  not  an  unhandsome  man. 

There  was  something  taking  about  the  personal  appear¬ 
ance  of  this  terror  of  the  sea ;  he  was  about  forty,  with  a 
grandly  poised  head,  a  pair  of  deep,  lustrous  eyes  and  a 
handsome  beard  of  almost  dazzling  redness  that  dropped 
almost  to  his  belted  waist. 

/. 

He  carried  a  sword  with  pistols  in  his  belt,  and  over 
his  shoulder  fell  a  velvet  cape,  which  did  not  impede  the 
use  of  his  manly  arms. 

He  was  evidently  satisfied  with  the  arrangements  for 
the  night,  for  he  suddenly  turned  and  went  below. 

In  his  cabin  he  called,  “Monti  l  Mo.nti !”  twice,  and  into 
the  room  sprang  a  little  dwarf  not  more  than  three  feet 
high. 

This  diminutive  man  leaped  upon  the  table  and  began 
to  dance,  while  Redbeard  threw  himself  into  the  depths 
of  a  chair  and  enjoyed  the  scene. 

Up  and  down  and  across  the  table  went  -  the  little 
dancer. 

Now  and  then  the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat  would  ap¬ 
plaud  and  call  out,  “Faster!  faster!”  whereupon  the  dwarf 
would  increase  his  efforts  and  crack  his  teeth  till  they 
sounded  like  reports  of  little  wea^pns. 

“You’re  a  good  one,  Monti !”  cried  Redbeard,  clapping 
his  hands  as  the  dancer  paused.  “I  don’t  think  the  world 
ever  saw  your  like.  Some  king  would  give  a  goodly  sum 
for  you.  I’ve  a  notion  to  sell  you.” 

“Sell  Monti?  Then  who  would  dance  for  Capt.  Red¬ 
beard?” 

“I  would  get  another  Monti  somewhere,”  was  the  reply. 

The  dwarf  fell  upon  all  fours,  like  an  animal,  and 
leered  into  Redbeard’s  face. 

“Try  it,  my  captain,  just  try  it,”  he  almost  hissed. 
“Don’t  forget  that  Monti  has  teeth  that  can  bite.” 

“Ho!  you  threaten  me,  do  you?”  grinned  the  captain 
of  the  Sea  Cat.  “I  am  Capt.  Redbeard,  the  wild  sea 
scourge.” 

“What  cares  Monti  for  that?” 

“I  will  have  you  whipped.” 

“If  you  do,  the  Sea  Cat  will  lose  her  captain.” 

“Come,”  cried  Redbeard,  as  if  suddenly  relenting,  “I 
never  thought  of  such  a  thing.  My  boy,  we  ate  going  to 
have  a  little  fun  ere  long.  You’ve  heard  of  my  old  friend, 
Capt.  Bolero?” 

“The  king  of  Lizard  Isle?” 

“  I  he  same,  boy.  Well,  we  are  going  to  take  a  look  at 
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hi>  treasures  one  uf  these  days.  ’Tis  said  he  has  a  lot  of 
fine  gems  which  a  mad  wretch  like  him  shouldn’t  possess. 
We  will  probably  go  out  in  a  day  or  two,  I  am  waiting 
here  for  the  Oriole 

“I  had  a  dream  about  her  last  night,”  cried  Monti,  the 
dwarf.  *T  can  tell  you  about  her.” 

“Pish !  You’ll  be  ;fti  old,  fortune-telling  woman  by  and 
by,”  laughed  the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat.  “I  don’t  believe 
in  such  things;  but  what  did  you  dream?” 

The  youth’s  eyes  brightened. 

T  saw  the  Oriole  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  great  ship 
which  shot  her  full  of  holes,  and  she  went  down  at  last 
like  a  stone.” 

“More  false  prophecy!”  cried  Redbeard.  “I  will  have 
(  no  more  of  it  on  this  ship.  Hush  your  tongue.  You  will 
have  me  in  a  shiver  if  you  keep  on.” 

Suddenly  there  came  down  the  hatch  a  wild  cry  for  the 
captain  of  the  Sea  Cat ,  and  that  worthy  bounded  on  deck. 

Monti  ran  at  his  heels. 

“What  is  it?”  cried  Redbeard,  as  he  landed  on  deck 
and  almost  ran  into  his  first  officer. 

“We’ve  just  hailed  a  boat,”  said  the  other.  “It  dodged 
under  our  bows  in  a  mysterious  manner.” 

“Did  it  come  from  the  shore?” 

“No,  apparently  from  the  sea.” 

Redbeard,  showing  some  excitement,  ran  to  the  high 
deck  and  leaned  over  the  rail. 

“Boat  ahoy!”  he  called  out  in  loud  tones. 

“Ship  ahoy !”  came  up  to  his  ears.  ' 

“I’ve  found  him,  Mr.  Budd,”  he  called  to  the  first 
officer  on  the  lower  deck.  “Now  wee’ll  bring  him  round, 
and  you  can  lower  the  ladder.” 

In  a  little  while  a  boat  came  out  from  under  the  Sea 
Cat’s  bows  and  Capt.  Redbeard  noticed  her. 

“Boat  ahoy,  there!”  cried  he.  “Come  alongside  and 
we’ll  throw  down  the  ladder.” 

“Do  so,  for  God’s  sake,  since  we’re  nearly  dead.” 

The  ladder  lengthened  out  and  reached  the  rail  of  the 
boat  alongside  the  buccaneer,  and  presently  three  men 
came  up  and  dropped  exhausted  on  the  Sea  Cat’s  deck. 

In  an  instant  half  a  dozen  lanthorns  flashed  their  light 
upon  them,  and  Capt.  Redbeard,  with  an  anxious  face, 
asked  one  who  they  were. 

“We  are  from  the  Oriole  ”  was  the  reply. 

Redbeard  uttered  a  cry  and  the  eyes  of  Monti,  the 
dwarf,  dilated. 

“Where’s  the  ship?”  cried  the  pirate. 

“In  the  sea— gone  down!” 

“In  a  storm?” 

“No,  sunk  by  the  guns  of  Sir  Henry  Morgan!” 

Capt.  Redbeard  sprang  to  his  feet  and  threw  his  hands 
toward  heaven. 

“Death  and  vengeance !”  he  cried,  at  the  top  of  his 
voice.  “I  vAU  have  the  life  of  this  man  for  the  loss  of 


the  Oriole.  I  will  take  a  vengeance  that  will  make  heaven 
hide  her  face—  ” 

Just  then  he  caught  sight  of  Monti’s  face,  and  he  re¬ 
called  the  dwarf’s  dream. 

“Get  you  hence,  you  little  rascal,”  he  roared,  and  the 
dwarf  slunk  away. 

The  three  men  were  taken  below  and  supplied  with 
water  and  food,  after  which  one  was  summoned  into 
Capt.  Redbeard’s  cabin. 

“So  you  were  struck  by  Sir  Harry  Morgan?”  said  the 
captain  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

“Yes.  We  fought  as  long  as  we  could,  but  he  was  too 
much  for  us.” 

“What  became  of  your  captain  ?” 

“A  cannon  ball  took  off  his  head - ” 

"Wait!”  cried  Redbeard,  and  he  sprang  up  and  again 
renewed  the  terrible  oath  he  had  taken  on  the  deck. 

“Never  mind,”  he  said,  cooling  down  and  again  taking 
the  chair.  “We  will  some  day  come  across  this  jolly  sea 
dog.  We  are  just  now  about  to  embark  on  another  little 
enterprise.  I  was  waiting  for  the  Oriole ,  but  the  Sea  Cat 
must  now  go  alone.” 

“Is  it  a  cruise,  captain?” 

“Marry,  no.  We  shall  descend  upon  Lizard  Isle  and 
finger  some  of  the  mad  captain’s  treasures.” 

“I  know  Capt.  Bolero.  If  I  had  my  choice  either  to  be 
hanged  at  the  yardarm,  or*  fall  into  his  hands,  I  believe 
I  should  prefer  the  first-named  experience.” 

“Do  you  fear  him  ?”  queried  Redbeard. 

“I  can’t  say  that  I  fear  any  living  soul.  But  this  man 
is  absolutely  crazy.” 

“What  of  it?” 

“And  he  is  reported  to  be  in  league  with  the  devil.” 

“Because  there  is  said  to  be  a  volcano  underneath  Liz¬ 
ard  Isle,  which  now  and  then  spits  fire  from  its  pit.” 

“I’ve  heard  of  that,  too.” 

“We  laugh  at  such  little  things,  man,”  jeered  Red¬ 
beard.  “We  can  take  care, of  ourselves,  Capt.  Bolero  has 
no  fort,  and  we  will  take  him  whenever  we  want  him. 
There  is  only  one  landing  place  on  the  island,  and  it  would 
be  to  his  advantage  to  have  a  good  fort  there,  but  he 
can’t  build  one,  and,  what  is  more,  his  men  couldn’t  de¬ 
fend  it  if  they  had  such  a  thing.  We’ve  got  an  easy  quest 
before  us,  sir.  I  shall  go  out  perchance  to-morrow 
night - 

The  sailor  raised  his  hand. 

“What  now?”  snapped  Redbeard. 

“This  island  is  said  to  be  under  ghost  guard.” 

“Pish,  man!”  and  Redbeard  laughed  again,  though  his 
face  lost  some  color.  “If  one  were  to  believe  all  the  spook 
stories  he  hears  in  this  part  of  the  world,  he  would  be  as 
mad  as  Capt.  Bolero.” 

“You  may  go,”  was  the  reply.  “But,  if  you  will  give 
me  permission,  I’ll  remain  on  the  island  here  till  you 
come  back.” 
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“But  you  get  no  share  of  the  spoil.” 

“To  perdition  with  the  spoil!”  cried  the  man  of  the 
Oriole .  “I  don’t  want  it.” 

Redbeard  left  the  cabin  and  returned  in  a  few  mo¬ 
ments. 

At  his  heels  stalked  Mr.  Budd,  the  first  officer  of  the 
ship. 

“This  is  the  fellow,  Mr.  Budd,”  said  Redbeard,  point- 
ing  at  the  startled  sailor.  “If  he  is  permitted  to  have  the 
liberty  of  this  ship,  he  will  inoculate  the  whole  crew  with 
his  superstitions.  Take  charge  of  him,  sir.  You  needn’t 
make  any  report  to  me.” 

Budd,  a  great  hulk  of  an  Englishman  with  a  brutal 
face,  tapped  the  sailor  on  the  shoulder. 

“Come  with  me,”  said  he. 

The  man  of  the  Oriole  got  up  and  shot  Redbeard  a  mad 
glance. 

“Good-night,  sir,”  said  the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

“Brute !”  hissed  the  man,  stopping  near  the  door.  “I 
know  what  this  means,  for  I  have  heard  of  your  methods. 
I  understand - ” 

“Take  him  away,  Mr.  Budd,”  interrupted  the  scourge 
of  the  Caribbean.  “I  want  no  such  mischief-makers  on 
this  ship.  You  need  make  no  report,  understand.” 

The  iron  hand  of  Mr.  Budd  fell  heavily  on  the  sailor’s 
arm,  and  the  poor  wretch  was  dragged  away. 

Three  minutes  later  the  muffled  report  of  a  pistol  came 
from  the  black  depths  of  the  pirate’s  hold  and  Mr.  Budd 
came  up  alone. 

He  passed  without  noticing  a  little  figure  crouched 
near  the  foot  of  the  ladder. 

The  keen,  birdlike  eyes  of  Monti  followed  him  till  he 
was  lost  to  their  vision,  and  then  the  dwarf  bounded  into 
the  hold. 

When  the  little  man  came  up  a  few  minutes  later,  his 
face  was  pale  and  his  hands  tlinched. 

“When  will  it  cease?”  cried  Monti.  “Capt.  Redbeard 
has  another  murder  on  his  soul.  Ah,  Mr.  Budd,  one  of 

these  days  you  will  feel  the  hand  of  vengeance,  and  some¬ 
time  the  Sea  Cat  will  hunt  no  more.” 

The  dwarf  went  to  his  own  berth  and  curled  up  in  it, 
but  at  the  same  time  he  gripped  the  hilt  of  a  dagger,  and 
it  remained  in  his  hand  when  sleep  stole  over  him. 

About  midnight  Mr.  Budd  came  up  from  below  with 
something  in  his  arms. 

He  carried  it  across  the  Sea  Cat's  deck  and  lifted  it 
over  the  rail. 

In  another  moment  it  had  slid  from  his  arms  and,  strik¬ 
ing  the  water  with  a  faint  sound,  it  shot  out  of  sight,  and 
the  sea  closed  over  it  forever. 

The  sailor  of  the  Oriole  had  found  rest  at  last. 


CHAPTER  III. 

HOW  THAD  GOT  INTO  DEEP  WATER. 

Thad  and  his  chums  found  themselves  in  a  very  unde 
sirable  situation. 

Surrounded  as  they  were  by  the  bearded  ruffians  who 
constituted  the  mad  captain’s  subjects,  they  did  not  know 
how  soon  they  would  be  set  upon  by  the  rascals  and  de¬ 
liberately  murdered. 

The  day  after  their  introduction  to  the  island  they  were 
again  summoned  into  Capt.  Bolero’s  presence. 

The  mad  captain  was  now  sitting  in  a  large  chair  with 
his  sword  across  his  lap. 

“Do  you  know  how  to  build  a  fort?”  he  exclaimed, 
fixing  his  gaze  on  Thad. 

“I  can’t  say  that  I  do.” 

“Come,  sir,  no  lies !”  flashed  the  man.  “You  know  all 
about  fort  building.  I  want  a  fort  on  the  end  of  the 
island  where  only  a  vessel  can  land  men.  I  want  it  built 
right  away.” 

Thad  explained  that  fort  building  was  a  trade  of  itself, 
and  that,  while  he  had  never  built  one,  he  had  seen  a  good 
many. 

“That  sounds  better,”  laughed  Capt.  Bolero.  “I  am  to 
be  visited  by  the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat,  and  I  want  to 
give  him  a  royal  reception.” 

“But,  to  make  a  defense,  one  must  have  cannon.” 

“The  cannon  will  be  ready  when  the  fort  is  done,”  was 
*the  quick  reply.  “Build  the  fort,  and  I’ll  find  the  men 
and  the  guns.” 

“Then,”  cried  our  hero,  “the  fort  shall  be  built !” 

From  that  moment  there  was  activity  in  the  island 
town. 

Capt.  Bolero  issued  his  commands  that  all  the  inhabit¬ 
ants  should  obey  Thad,  who  was  made  overseer  of  the 
whole  thing. 

Some  of  the  bearded  scoundrels  demurred  to  this,  but 
the  mad  captain  would  not  listen  to  their  remonstrances. 

He  threatened  to  have  the  first  man  shot  who  refused 
to  obey ;  and  the  heavy  stones  that  were  handy  were 
dragged  to  the  spot  where  the  fort  was  to  be  built. 

It  was  an  excellent  place,  on  a  gentle  slope  from  the 
top  of  which  one  had  a  splendid  view  of  the  sea. 

The  men  worked  well,  but  constantly  cursed  their  cap¬ 
tain,  and  ever  and  anon  stole  mad  looks  at  Thad  and  his 
companions.. 

Thad  planned  the  fort,  and  made  everything  ready 
within  two  days. 

“Now  for  the  cannon,”  he  said  to  his  friends.  “I  don’t 
more  than  half  believe  that  Capt.  Bolero  has  a  single  gun 
on  the  island.” 

What  was  his  astonishment  when  the  men  dragged 
from  the  cellars  of  the  palace  ten  huge  guns,  which  were 
somewhat  rusted,  and  then  pulled  a  great  quantity  of 
ammunition  to  the  fort! 
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"It  is  marvelous/'  cried  Tliad,  when  he  had  mounted 
the  guns.  “What  shall  we  call  the  fort,  boys?” 

"Perhaps  we  had  better  ask  the  mad  captain.” 

•  “No,  we’ll  name  it  ourselves.  We’ll  call  it  Fort  De¬ 
fiance.  since  it  is  built  to  defy  the  Sea  Cat." 

“All  right.  Fort  Defiance  let  it  be,”  responded  Simon. 
“It  looks  strong,  but  still  it  may  not  hold  out  long  against 
Redbeard." 

That  night  Thad  was  standing  on  the  stone  parapet  of 
the  new  fort  when  he  was  touched  gently  on  the  arm. 

Turning  he  looked  into  the  face  of  Margot. 

The  girl  had  stolen  upon  him  unawares,  and  her  hand 

fell  from  his  arm  the  moment  he  looked  into  her  eyes* 

“You've  done  well,”  said  she.  “You  have  built  a  good 
fort  here,  but  vou  don’t  know  all.” 

“Perhaps  not,”  said  Thad.  “What  is  it  that  we  don’t 
know  ?” 

“Have  you  examined  the  guns  carefully?” 

“I  have  looked  into  their  muzzles.” 

“And  at  the  vents?” 

“No,”  cried  Thad,  “I  took  it  for  granted,  of  course, 
that  Capt.  Bolero  knew  what  sort  of  guns  he  had.” 

“The  vents  are  shams,”  said  the  girl. 

“What — false  vents?” 

“Yes”  .  .  / 

“I  cannot  believe  it.” 

“Let  us  go  and  see.” 

They  began  on  the  first  gun  and  Thad,  after  a  moment’s 
inspection,  uttered  a  startling  cry. 

“  'Tis  true.  This  cannon  has  been  spiked !” 

“And  the  others  are  like  it.” 

“There’s  been  villainy  afoot  on  Lizard  Isle.  Who  could 
have  done  this?” 

Margot  fell  back  a  step. 

“Capt.  Bolero  had  a  prisoner  once  who  gave  him  a  good 
deal  of  trouble,”  said  she.  “Fie  ran  away,  and  we  never 
heard  of  him  afterward.  I  always  thought  he  was  sent 
to  fall  into  the  mad  captain’s  hands  for  the  purpose  of 
spiking  the  guns.” 

“Who  was  the  man?” 

“He  went  by  the  name  of  Georges,  but,  after  he  was 
gone,  I  found  in  his  room  a  bit  of  paper  which  seemed 
to  tell  me  that  he  was  really  one  Dampier.’’ 

“What,  Capt.  Dampier,  the  pirate?”  cried  Thad.  “Capt. 
Bolero  should  have  hanged  him  at  once.” 

“I  thought  so  myself.” 

An  examination  of  the  guns  was  had  again,  and  all 
were  found  to  be  useless. 

“We  must  bore  out  the  vents,”  said  the  boy,  calmly. 
“We  will  set  about  it  at  once,  as  the  Sea  Cat.  is  liable  to 
put  in  an  appearance  at  any  time.” 

r >ur  youn£  hero  called  Oliver  and  Simon,  to  whom  he 
gave  out  the  startling  information  concerning  the  guns. 

The  boys  were  thunderstruck. 
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Fortunately,  they  found  means  for  working  on  the 
spiked  cannon,  and  in  a  short  time  were  hard  at  it. 

They  now  and  then  looked  out  through  the  hazy  night 
and  wondered  how  soon  the  Sea  Cat  would  steal  upon 
them. 

All  at  once  Thad  ceased  working,  and  went  over  to 
where  Simon  leaned  over  a  gun. 

“Simon,  perchance  your  eyes  are  keener  than  mine,” 
said  he.  “Can  you  detect  anything  out  yonder?” 

The  Dutch  boy  suspended  operations  and  looked  in  the 
direction  pointed  out  by  Thad. 

“I  think  there’s  something  out  there,”  said  he.  “It 
seems  to  shift  a  little.” 

“It  dpes,  but  the  haze  deceives  me.” 

Simon  dropped  his  tools  and,  bounding  over  the  para¬ 
pet,  ran  down  to  the  beach. 

There  he  knelt  on  the  ground  and  listened,  ’with  his  ear 
turned  seaward.  >  < 

Presently  he  came  back  to  Thad. 

“Something  is  out  yonder.  I  can  see  nothing  for  the 
haze,  but  I  can  hear  the  flapping  of  sails  now  and  then.” 

“It  must  be  the  Sea.  Cat." 

In  a  little  while  a  message  came  from  the  mad  captain 
for  Thad  to  come  to  the  palace. 

The  youth  went  back. 

He  found  Capt.  Bolero  on  his  cot  again,  but  his  eyes 
seemed  to  flash  fire. 

“Aha !”  he  cried  at  sight  of  our  young  hero.  “So  you’ve 
spiked  the  guns?” 

A  chill  went  to  Thad’s  heart. 

“We  found  them  spiked,”  he  said.  “We've  been  work¬ 
ing  to  restore  them.” 

“No  lies,  sir!”  and  the  hand  of  the  mad  captain  struck 
the  bed  with  all  his  might.  “I  will  have  no  treason  on 
this  island.  You  spiked  tlie  guns,  I  say.” 

“I  did  not,  sir.  I  knew  nothing  of  the  work  till  it  was 
called  to  my  attention  by  Margot.” 

At  mention  of  the  girl’s  name,  the  mad  captain  started. 

“The  girl  hasn’t  been  out  of  the  house  for  days,”  said 
he.  “She  comes  here  to  see  me,  but  goes  no  place  else.’ 

“Very  well.  If  we  have  been  slandered  by  some  of 
your  minions - ” 

“That  will  do,”  broke  in  Capt.  Bolero.  “I  rule  on  Liz¬ 
ard  Isle.  I  am  the  king  of  this  ocean  domain.” 

He  sprang  out  of  bed  and  struck  on  the  table  with  the 
hilt  of  his  sword. 

One  of  the  bearded  ruffians  came  running  in. 

“Morto,  are  the  guns  spiked?”  he  demanded. 

“They  are,  captain.” 

“Who  did  it,  Morto?” 

“None  of  your  old  subjects.” 

“Ha !  I  told  you  so !”  cried  the  mad  captain,  whirling 
upon  Thad.  “I  have  no  traitors  under  my  hand.  Morto, 
think  you  that  young  man  did  the  work?” 

“It  looks  that  way,  captain.” 

“It  is  false — as  false  as  night !”  cried  Thad,  at  the  same 
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time  laying  his  hand  on  his  sword.  “I  defy  anyone  to 
produce  proof  of  that  sort.” 

“The  girl  will  know,  captain,”  said  Morto. 

“Bring  her  hither!” 

Morto  departed,  leaving  Thad  and  Capt.  Bolero  alone. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  footsteps  sounded  in  the  pas¬ 
sageway  and  Morto  came  in  accompanied  by  Margot. 

The  moment  the  girl’s  face  alighted  upon  Thad,  her 
eyes  dropped  to  the  floor  and  she  flushed. 

Capt.  Bolero  looked  sternly  at  her  a  moment,  and  then 
cried,  at  the  top  of  his  voice : 

“Margot,  girl,  what  do  you  know  about  the  spiked 
guns?” 

“They  are  useless,  captain.” 

“Spiked?  Really  spiked,  eh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  did  it?”  *  « 

Instead  of  denying  that  Thad  did  it,  or  telling  the  story 
she  had  told  him,  the  girl  averted  her  face  and  seemed 
to  hold  her  breath. 

Thad  wondered  what  manner  Of  .maid  she  was. 

“Speak  out!  You’re  safe  here,”  roared  the  mad 
captain. 

“I  would  rather  not,”  said  the  girl. 

“What?  Would  you  save  the  traitors?  Morto,  take 
her  away  and  abide  my  command.” 

The  hand  of  the  wretch  Morto  fell  upon  Margot’s  arm, 
but  she  did  not  quail. 

“Let  her  tell  what  she  knows!”  cried  Thad.  “I  am 
not  afraid  of  the  truth.” 

At  this  the  girl  lifted  her  head  and  their  eyes  met. 

“God  help  me,  I  will  tell  the  truth,”  said  Margot. 
“Captain,  I  fear  the  boys  spiked  the  guns.” 

If  a  bomb  had  exploded  at  Thad’s  feet,  he  would  not 
have  been  more  amazed. 

Why  had  the  girl  deliberately  spoken  falsely. 

He  could  not  understand,  and  yet  she  had  uttered  a 

lie  that  would  doom  him  and  his  chums. 

% 

“There !”  cried  Capt.  Bolero,  “what  say  you  now  ?” 

“It  is  false!”  repeated  Thad,  with  emphasis.  “That 
girl  yonder  told  me  about  the  spiked  guns.  She  said  they 
must  have  been  spiked  by  your  old  captive,  Georges - ” 

“By  that  fool?”  broke  in  the  mad  captain.  “Impos- 

sible !”  •  * 

In  another  instant  the  door  behind  Thad  flew  open  and 

Simple  Simon  burst  into  the  room. 

“The  Sea  Cat!  the  Sea  Cat!”  cried  the  Dutch  boy  as 
he  landed  in  the  middle  of  the  room.  “Capt.  Redbeard  is 
at  hand !” 

The  mad  captain  looked  at  the  messenger  and  then  at 
the  others  in  the  room. 

“Where  is  he?”  cried  he. 

“Near  the  island.” 

“And  the  spiked  guns - ” 

“There’s  not  a  spiked  gun  on  the  fort,”  broke  in  Simon. 


“But - ” 

“We’ve  fixed  every  one.  Just  got  done.  We  are  ready 
to  meet  the  Sea  Cat,  but  we  want  Capt.  Thad  to  com¬ 
mand  us.”  < 

The  brow  of  the  mad  captain  darkened  with  a  terrible 
scowl,  and  he  covered  Thad  with  his  finger. 

“That  young  rascal  is  under  arrest.  He  is  the  one  who 
spiked  the  cannon.” 

“It’s  a  lie!”  blurted  Simon,  as  he  came  forward.  “It’s 
a  black  lie  with  hair  on  it,  and  I  can  whip  the  liar !  Where 
is  he,  captain?  Show  me  the  man  who  says  that  Thad, 
my  chum,  spiked  your  cannon.” 

A  grim  smile  came  to  Capt.  Bolero’s  face. 

“The  girl  says  so,”  said  he. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

IN  WHICH  SIMON  HAS  A  CLOSE  CALL. 

Simple  Simon  wheeled  upon  the  girl. 

“Did  you  say  that  ?”  he  demanded. 

Her  head  dropped  upon  her  bosom. 

“There’s  something  wrong  here,”  cried  the  Dutch  lad. 
“If  she  accused  Thad  of  this  rascally  trick,  it  is  for  a 
purpose.  But  the  Sea  Cat  is  out  yonder,  and,  if  you  want 

your  fort  defended,  captain,  you  will  have  to  call  on  your 

\ 

men. 

The  mad  captain  looked  away  for  an  instant,  and  then 
his  gaze  came  back  to  Thad. 

“Will  you  take  command?”  he  asked. 

“Do  you  ever  ask  gun  spikers  to  command  your  forts?” 
demanded  our  hero. 

“You;  built  the  fort - ” 

“But  I  cannot  command  it  while  under  a  cloud.” 

“You’re  proud,  eh?”  cried  Capt.  Bolero. 

“I  want  my  honor  unsullied.  I  don’t  propose  to  com¬ 
mand  your  fort  while  I  am  accused  of  spiking  its  cannon.” 

“We’ll  suspend  sentence,  then.” 

“No !  I  want  a  clean  bill,”  said  Thad.  “If  I  command 
your  fort,  I  command  it  under  no  cloud.” 

“Then  go,”  cried  the  mad  captain.  “I  give  you  a  ‘clean 
bill,’  as  you  call  it.  You  are  not  under  arrest,  and  you 
are  not  accused  of  spiking  the  guns.” 

Thad  glanced  at  the  girl. 

Her  face  was  white,  deathly  so,  and,  with  a  pitying  look 
at  her,  he  turned  away. 

“Come,  Simon,”  he  said  to  his  chum.  “Send  what  men 
you  can  depend  on  to  the  fort.  The  enemy  doubtless  may 
not  land  till  morning,  for  they  will  want  to  see  their 
way.” 

“That  is  right.  Remember,  you  must  defend  the  fort 
to  the  last.  If  you  fail — if  you  fail,  I  say,  you  will  find 
the  bottom  of  the  Devil’s  Well,  if  it  has  one.” 

Thad  barely  heard  the  last  words  ere  he  turned  to  the 
door,  and  in  a  moment  he  and  Simon  were  running  back 
to  the  fort. 
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Hie  Dutch  bov  had  made  sure  that  a  vessel  was  a  short 
•  » 

distance  from  the  island,  and,  when  he  and  Thad  reached 
the  fort,  they  were  doubly  positive. 

The  guns  had  been  made  serviceable,  thanks  to  the 
diligence  of  Simon  and  Oliver,  and  were  ready  to  give 
the  foe  a  warm  reception. 

Presently  a  number  of  rough-looking  men  came  down 
to  the  fort  and  told  Thad  that  they  had  been  sent  to  assist 
in  its  defense. 

Among  them  was  Morto. 

Thad  had  never  fancied  this  scoundrel,  and,  now  that 
he  found  he  would  have  to  fight  with  him,  he  liked  him 
none  the  more. 

Morto  began  at  once  to  swagger  about,  calling  out  that 
he  didn’t  believe  the  Sea  Cat  to  be  within  one  hundred 
leagues  of  the  island. 

His  followers  took  up  the  cue  and  said  the  same  thing. 

All  this  annoyed  Tha^.  „ 

“The  enemy  is  out%yonder,”  said  Thad,  within  hearing 
of  Morto.  “We  shall  see  him  with  the  first  flush  of  day.” 

“Nonsense !”  cried  the  ruffian.  “The  Sea  Cat  isn’t  out 
there  at  all.” 

“Silence !”  thundered  Thad,  facing  the  villain  in  the 
light  of  a  lanthorn.  “I  command  in  this  fort.” 

“Who  appointed  you?” 

“Capt.  Bolero.” 

“After  spiking  the  guns,  eh?” 

“It  is  a  lie,  and  you  know  it,”  and  Thad  came  forward, 
looking  straight  into  the  fellow’s  eyes. 

“You  hear  that,  men?”  appealed  Morto  to  his  backers. 
“These  are  the  chickens  that  came  out  of  the  sea  the  other 
day.  I’ve.got  a  notion  to  pluck  a  few  feathers  out  of  this 
one’s  wing.” 

He  half  drew  his  cutlass  as  he  advanced  upon  Thad, 
who  resolutely  stood  his  ground. 

“I  say  again  that  you  spiked  the  guns !”  he  hissed. 

Thad  did  not  answer,  but  whipped  a  pistol  from  his 
belt  and  pushed  it  into  the  bully’s  face. 

“Back !”  he  said,  firmly,  through  clinched  teeth.  “An¬ 
other  lie  from  you,  and  I’ll  drop  you  on  the  sand  dead !” 

The  islanders  muttered  curses  and  drew  closer. 

Simon  and  Oliver  came  to  Thad’s  assistance,  and  thrust 
their  pistols  into  the  swarthy  faces  of  the  mob. 

The  men  fell  back  from  before  the  determined  mien  of 
the  young  trio. 

“Get  out  of  the  fort!”  cried  Thad.  “We’ll  defend  it 
ourselves  against  the  Sea  Cat.  You  need  not  come  back. 
Tell  your  captain  that  we  will  defend  the  fort  to  the  last. 
Go!” 

They  seemed  glad  to  get  away. 

They  clambered  over  the  wall  and  dropped  to  the 
ground  on  the  other  side. 

The  mad  captain  heard  the  story  from  Morto  s  lips. 

“There’s  grit  in  the  boy,”  said  the  governor  of  Lizard 
Isle.  “I  like  his  spirit 
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“But  curse  his  manners!”  broke  in  Morto.  “One  of 
these  days  we  will  shake  his  teeth  out.” 

“Carry  me  down  to  the  fort.” 

“But,  captain - ” 

“You  need  not.  I’ll  go  alone.  My  limbs  are  not  so 
bad  but  that  I  can  reach  the  fort.  Stay  where  you  are !” 

The  mad  captain  crossed  the  room  with  a  pistol  in  his 
hand. 

He  had  not  been  beyond  the  confines  of  the  palace  for 
many  months. 

*  But  now,  with  his  mind  in  a  maze  and  his  wild  mutter- 
ings  beating  on  the  air,  he  looked  like  another  man. 

It  was  not  far  from  the  palace  to  the  fort  by  the  sea, 
and  he  appeared  suddenly  to  Thad,  who  was  listening 
from  the  rampart. 

“Where  is  he?”  asked  Capt.  Bolero. 

Thad  nearly  lost  his  footing  ydien  he  looked  into  the 
face  at  his  side. 

“Out  yonder,”  said  he.  “The  Sea  Cat  has  come.” 

“And  you  have  driven  my  men  from  the  fort?” 

“Yes.  I  want  no  villains  under  me.” 

“But  you  told  them  they  should  not  return.” 

“I  meant  every  word  of  it,”  retorted  Thad.  “We  will 
defend  this  fort.” 

“You  three  against  the  Sea  Cat ?” 

“Yes.” 

“If  you  fail - ” 

“I  heard  your  threat,  sir.  We  accept  the  risk  1” 

“What — the  Devil’s  Well  for  failure?” 

“Certainly.” 

The  mad  captain  stared  speechless  at  the  youth  who 
confronted  him. 

“You  have  the  grit,”  said  he,  as  he  turned  away.  “I 
hope  it  won’t  be' the  Devil’s  Well.” 

Thad  watched  Bolero  a  few  moments  and  saw  him  turn 
to  Simon,  who  stood  by  one  of  the  guns. 

“Are,  you  the  boy  who  discovered  the  Sea  Cat?”  he 
asked. 

“I  am  the  boy.” 

“Then  would  you  go  out  and  see  if  she  is  really  there?” 

Simon  started. 

“There’s  a  haze  on  the  sea,”  continued  the  mad  cap¬ 
tain.  “You  can  slip  through  it  with  a  boat.  I’ll  send  one 
here.” 

“The  morning  will  show  you  the  Sea  Cat.” 

“But  I  want  to  know  now  if  she  is  out  there.” 

Simon  looked  at  Thad. 

Our  young  hero  glued  his  lips  hard  and  stole  a  glance 
at  Capt.  Bolero. 

“Do  I  command  here?”  he  asked. 

i 

“You  are  the  commandant  in  this  fort.” 

“Solely  and  absolutely?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  I  forbid  Simon  to  go  out  in  a  boat.” 
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The  deep-set  eyes  in  the  captain’s  head  seemed  to  emit 
sparks  of  fire. 

For  a  moment  he  seemed  to  shoot  out  a  hot  reply,  but 
he  suddenly  beat  down  the  mad  desire. 

“Sometime  I  will  resume  command,”  he  said,  through 
his  teeth,  and  walked  away. 

“We  are  serving  a  terror,”  said  Simon,  when  the  sound 
of  the  mad  captain’s  footsteps  had  died  away.  “It  mat¬ 
ters  not  whether  we  successfully  defend  the  fort  or  not, 
we  will  still  be  in  the  snare  of  death.” 

Half  an  hour  passed  and  then  Simon’s  sharp  eyes 
made  out  something  that  seemed  to  creep  across  the  little 
space  between  the  fort  and  the  sea. 

He  did  not  call  Thad’s  attention  to  it,  but,  looking  at 
his  pistols,  dropped  to  the  ground  beneath  the  parapet. 

For  a  moment  he  leaned  against  the  stone  wall  of  Fort 
Defiance  and  looked  along  the  ground. 

At  last  he  caught  sight  of  the  same  object,  but  there 
was  another  near  it. 

Simon  drew  his  pistols  and  waited. 

He  believed  that  the  Sea  Cat  had  effected  a  landing 
under  cover  of  the  fog  and  was  sending  out  scouts. 

It  was  a  ticklish  situation  for  the  Dutch  boy,  but  he  did 
not  shrink. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  creepers. 

Once  Simon  thought  of  warning  Thad  and  Oliver,  but 
he  did  not  do  so. 

At  length  he  thrust  out  the  weapons  and  his  fingers  felt 
the  trusty  triggers.  / 

“I  won’t  challenge  them,”  he  said  to  himself.  “I  will 
send  two  bullets  into  their  heads  and  we  can  search  them 
afterward.” 

But  Simon  did  not  fire. 

Suddenly  there  rushed  across  his  mind  a  thought  that 
really  startled  him. 

What  if  the  shadows  on  the  sand  were  Morto’s  men  ? 
He  did  not  doubt  that  Morto  was  rascal  enough  to 
attempt  the  lives  of  the  defenders  of  the  fort,  and  he  now 
wondered  if  the  crazy  captain  had  given  Morto  such 
orders. 

Suddenly  Simon  fell  back  against  the  fort  with  a  little 
cry. 

One  of  the  objects  had  lifted  its  head  from  the  sand 
and  then  the  boy  saw  that  they  were  not  men  but  enor¬ 
mous  sea  turtles — great  things  that  lumbered  over  the 
ground  and  were  strong  enough  to  carry  three  men  on 
their  backs. 

Simon  hugged  the  wall  of  Fort  Defiance. 

It  was  death  to  be  seized  by  one  of  these  monsters  and 
a  bullet  would  not  penetrate  their  thick  shells. 

They  seemed  to  catch  sight  of  him  all  at  once. 

He  saw  their  immense  flippers,  and  the  ugly  head  with 
its  sharp  mouth,  and  now  but  three  feet  separated  him 
from  the  terrors  of  the  sea. 

He  would  have  to  run  along  the  wall  to  the  gate  on  the 


other  side,  and,  with  his  heart  apparently  in  his  mouth, 
he  started. 

One  of  the  monsters  seemed  to  throw  itself  into  his 
path,  but  Simon  leaped  over  the  lifted  head  and  plunged 
away. 

Ide  nearly  forgot  his  weapons,  but  fortunately  clung  to 
them  and  kept  on. 

The  door  of  Fort  Defiance  did  not  face  the  sea. 

It  was  a  huge  door  made  from  the  ironwood  tree  that 
grew  profusely  on  Lizard  Isle,  and  in  a  jifify  Simon  was 
» pounding  upon  it  with  the  butt  of  one  of  the  pistols. 

The  Dutch  boy,  brave  as  a  lion  in  battle,  felt  a  chill  at 
his  heart  when  he  thought  of  the  sea  turtles. 

Thad  heard  the  summons  and  sprang  to  the  portal. 

Simon  tumbled  inside  with  a  loud  command  to  Thad  to 
close  the  door,  and,  when  he  recovered,  he  cried  out  that 
a  greater  enemy  than  the  Sea  Cat  had  come  out  of  the 
great  deep. 

“They  were  the  demon  turtles,”  cried  Simon,  as  he 
mopped  his  face.  “Each  one  was  as  big  as  a  house,  and 
I  do  believe  I  actually  pulled  my  foot  out  of  one’s  mouth 
before  it  could  close.” 

“That’s  a  pretty  close  call,  Simon,”  laughed  Oliver, 
who  made  some  allowance  for  the  Dutch’s  boy’s  excite¬ 
ment,  and  Simon  compromised  by  saying  that  perhaps, 
after  all,  his  foot  hadn’t  quite  touched  the  monster's  head. 


YOUNG  THADS  DEFIANCE. 

When  the  fog  of  the  following  morning  lifted,  the  first 
objects  the  three  boys  saw  when  they  gazed  seaward 
were  the  tall  masts  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

Redbeard  had  come  after  his  prey. 

The  pirate  vessel  loomed  up  against  the  blue  skyline 
and  Thad  and  his  chums  looked  long  and  anxiously  at 
her. 

* 

“We  shall  have  her  upon  us  ere  long,”  said  Simon, 
while  he  gazed  at  the  sight.  “We  are  now  on  the  eve  of 
our  battle  for  life,  and  if  Capt.  Redbeard  invades  the 
island  we  may  have  a  desperate  time  of  it.” 

Thad,  who  was  looking  through  a  glass  which  the 
mad  captain  had  left  with  him,  said  nothing  in  reply,  and 
the  Dutch  lad  turned  away. 

The  Sea  Cat  lay  not  far  from  the  island,  and  stood  out 
in  plain  view  of  the  fort. 

Thad  wondered  what  Redbeard  would  think  when  he 
discovered  a  fort  where  he  had  expected  to  find  nothing  of 
the  kind,  and  had  he  been  on  the  Sea  Cat's  deck  he  would 
have  heard  expressions  of  the  liveliest  surprise. 

Danglers,  or  Redbeard,  as  he  was  best  known.*  walked 
the  broad  deck  of  his  ship,  giving  utterance  to  his  aston¬ 
ishment. 

“It  looks  like  a  fort,”  exclaimed  the  buccaneer.  “What 
has  come  over  Capt.  Bolero?  When  did  he  take  it  into 
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his  head  to  put  up  a  fort  where  I  have  never  seen  any¬ 
thing  but  sand?  This  is  astonishing.  Very  well,”  he 
laughed  as  he  spoke.  “I  would  like  to  know  where  he 
got  his  cannon.  There  seem  to  be  guns  on  the  ramparts, 
but  my  head  against  a  doughnut,  they  are  old,  antiquated 
pieces  that  cannot  kill  at  twenty  yards.” 

He  strode  the  full  length  of  his  deck  watched  bv  the 
crew  and  at  last  he  turned  to  his  first  officer. 

“What  think  you,  Mr.  Budd?” 

Mr.  Budd  had  an  opinion  that  coincided  exactly  with 
his  master’s.  In  fact,  he  never  had  an  opinion  that  did 
not. 

<4\Ve  shall  have  a  little  fracas,  then,”  said  Redbeard. 
“But  it  won't  last  long.” 

“Of  course  not.  The  fort  can  be  flanked - ” 

“No,”  cried  the  freebooter;  “I  want  to  show  this  crazy 
captain  that  we  can  take  it  by  assault." 

“We  can  do  that  as  well,”  answered  the  first  officer. 
“No  doubt  the  fort  is  but  a  trifling  affair.  Does  it  look 
strong?” 

“It  looks  well  put  together.  Some  fellow  who  knows  ' 
how  to  build  forts  evidently  put  it  up.  But  the  cannon. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  Capt.  Bolero  having  such  ?” 

“Never,  sir.” 

“They’re  sham  guns,  then.”  « 

“Undoubtedly,”  said  Mr.  Budd. 

Orders  were  given  for  the  Sea  Cat  to  wear  in  closer 
and  suddenly  a  flag  went  up  on  the  pole  over  the  fort  and 
spread  out. 

‘‘That  fellow  is  bold  enough,”  cried  Redbeard.  “He 
has  even  hoisted  a  flag.” 

The  Sea  Cat  now  moved  shoreward  and  in  a  little  while 
stood  out  boldly  before  the  fort. 

Presently  a  boat  was  seen  to  put  off  from  her  side  and 
in  a  few  moments  it  grounded  on  the  beach. 

Mr.  Budd  pompously  stepped  ashore  and  advanced  to¬ 
ward  For^  Defiance. 

Thad  and  his  chums  ,were  watching  him  from  the 
parapet  and  when  he  had  reached  a  certain  spot  our  young 
hero  called  to  him  in  loud  tones  asking  him  what  he 
wanted. 

Mr.  Budd  looked  displeased. 

“That’s  cool,”  he  said,  to  the  man  on  his  right.  “Do 
the  fellows  really  intend  to  resist  us?” 

“What  is  the  man  saying?” 

“Man?  By  St.  Jago!  It’s  a  boy!’’  cried  Mr.  Budd. 

“What  do  you  want?”  cried  Thad.  “This  is  Fort  De¬ 
fiance  and  you  must  halt  where  you  are,  and  state  your 
mission.” 

%  “The  devil  I  must,”  growled  Mr.  Budd.  “Fort  De¬ 
fiance,  eh?  Look  seaward  and  see  what  is  before  you,” 
and  the  first  officer  of  the  pirate  made  a  rapid  gesture  to¬ 
ward  the  Sea  Cat. 

T  understand,”  said  Thad,  in  return ;  “that  vessel  is  the 

Sea  CatS  * 
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“And  the  terror  of  the  sea ;  commanded  by  Capt. 
Danglers,  sometimes  called  Capt.  Redbeard !  What  do 
we  want,  eh?  I  demand  the  surrender  of  Fort  Defiance, 
as  you  choose  to  call  your  stone  pile.” 

“Just  so.  To  whom  am  I  speaking?” 

“To  Theophilus  Budd,  first  officer  of  the  Sea  Cat  ,” 
haughtily  answered  the  man  on  the  sand. 

“Then,  Mr.  Budd,  know  that  we  refuse  to  accede  to 
your  demand.” 

“What!  do  you  refuse  to  surrender  the  fort?”  cried 
the  exasperated  man. 

“You  understand  me!  We  refuse  to  surrender.” 

“Where  is  your  master,  Capt.  Bolero?” 

“At  the  palace.” 

“Then  I  will  consult  him - ” 

“That  is  unnecessary,”  broke  in  Thad.  “I  have  com¬ 
mand  of  Fort  Defiance.  Capt.  Bolero  has  nothing  to  do 
with  it  so  long  as  I  command.  I  refuse  to  surrender.” 

“Pray,  who  are  you  ?” 

“I  am  Thaddeus  Fergus,  late  of  Sir  Henry  Morgan’s 
fleet.” 

“Oh  !”  cried  Mr.  Budd.  “Then  Capt.  Bolero  has  joined 
hands  with  the  Welshman?” 

“He  has  done  nothing  of  the  kind.  Sir  Henry  Morgan 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  building  of  this  fort.  I  am 
sorry,  sir,  but  we  cannot  turn  it  over  to  the  captain  of 
the  Sea  Cat.” 

“Then  your  blood  be  upon  your  head,”  cried  Mr.  Budd, 
whirling  on  his  heel.  “You  are  the  biggest  fool  I  have 
met  in  many  a  day.  We  will  show  you  a  thing  or  two 
within  a  very  short  time.” 

“Just  as  you  please,  sir,”  laughed  Thad,  as  he  looked  at 
Simon  and  Oliver,  who  stood  beside  him.  “Give  my 
compliments  to  Redbeard  and  tell  him  that  this  fort  will 
be  defended  to  the  last  extremity.” 

“Fool,”  shouted  back  Mr.  Budd.  “We’ll  see  you 
later.” 

With  this  the  freebooter  and  his  companions  went  back 
to  the  boat  and  the  boys  saw  them  pull  for  the  vessel. 

“A  lively  time  in  prospect,”  said  Simon.  “We  shall 
now  discover  the  Cat’s  claws.” 

Thad  adjusted  his  spyglass  and  saw  the  first  officer 
regain  the  deck  of  the  pirate  barque. 

Instantly  there  was  confusion  aboard. 

He  saw  a  man  in  a  brilliant  uniform  dancing  a  lively 
jig  over  the  planks  and  the  crew  cheered  him  as  he  swept 
his  sword  in  mid  air. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  break  the  spell. 

The  Sea  Cat  moved  forward  again  and  suddenly  from 
her  ports  came  little  spits  of  fire. 

A  cannon  ball  fell  near  the  fort  and  Simon  waved  his 
hat  in  plaudits  at  the  shot. 

“Shall  I  try  them,  Thad?”  asked  the  Dutch  boy,  as  he 
turned  to  one  of  the  cannon. 
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“These  guns  haven’t  been  fired  for  years,”  said  our 
hero.  “There’s  no  telling  what  they  will  do.” 

“But  one  shot  will  prove  their  capacity.” 

Thad  nodded  and  Simon  and  Oliver  proceeded  to  one 
of  the  largest  guns.  s 

This  they  trained  on  the  Sea  Cat  and  Simon  applied 
the  match,  drawing  back  as  far  as  possible. 

A  puff  of  smoke  burst  from  the  old  cannon,  which  re¬ 
coiled,  almost  falling  from  its  place,  and  a  cheer  broke 
simultaneously  from  the  lips  of  Oliver  and  Simon. 

The  ball  had  fallen  fnto  the  water  alongside  the  Sea  Cat, 
and  Thad,  who  had  watched  the  shot,  cried  out  that  it  had 
splashed  her.  sides. 

In  another  moment  Oliver  cried  out  that  the  mad  cap¬ 
tain  was  in  sight,  and,  sure  enough,  Capt.  Bolero  was 
seen  running  toward  Fort  Defiance. 

“Let  him  in,”  said  Thad,  and  Simon  sprang  to  the 
door  for  that  purpose. 

The  mad  captain  dashed  into  the  inclosure — probably 
the  first  time  he  had  tried  his  legs  for  years — and  nearly 
fell  over  a  lot  of  cannon  balls. 

His  face  was  white,  and  evidently  another  strange  turn 
had  taken  place  in  his  humor — from  a  bold  soul  he  had 
become  a  coward. 

“We  shall  all  be  taken,”  he  cried,  when  he  found  his 
breath. 

“Think  you  so?”  answered  Thad,  -with  a  quiet  smile. 
“The  Sea  Cat  has  as  yet  made  no  effort  to  capture  us 
beyond  a  demand  for  our  surrender.” 

“And  you  told  him — what?” 

“I  said  we  would  defend  the  fort  to  the  last  extremity.” 

“Heavens !  He  will  give  no  quarter.” 

“There  will  be  no  one  left  in  Fort  Defiance  when  he 
gets  inside.” 

Capt.  Bolero  looked  at  Thad  and  then  fell  back. 

“What  would  you  have  said?”  asked  our  hero. 

“Redbeard  is  a  terrible  man,”  gasped  the  ruler  of 
Lizard  Isle.  “He  never  fails  in  his  undertakings.  If  he 
is  opposed  here - ” 

“He  shall  be  opposed !  Indeed,  I  shall  drive  him  off.” 

“With  the  fort  against  the  ship?” 

,  “Yes.” 

“But  the  cannon  are  old.” 

“We  have  just  tried  one  and  it  acts  admirably,” 

“I  am  astonished.” 

“How  old  are  the  cannon,  Capt.  Bolero?” 

“Many  years.”  * 

“But  they  shoot  pretty  well  for  such  old  things.  Capt. 
Redbeard  may  have  better  cannon,  but  I’ll  lay  a  wager 
that  no  one  will  escape  if  the  rascal  out  yonder  attempts 
to  assault  Fort  Defiance.” 

“You’ve  got  the  grit,”  cried  the  mad  captain.  “By  my 
troth,  I  almost  believe  you  will  hold  the  fort.” 

“That’s  what  we’re  here  for.” 


Capt.  Bolero  looked  proudly  at  Thad  and  then  said  he 
would  go  back  to  the  palace. 

“Do  you  want  Morto  and  the  men?”  he  asked. 

“No!”  cried  Thad;*“we’ll  turn  the  guns  on  them  if 
they  attempt  to  re-enforce  us.” 

The  mad  captain  went  back. 

Thad  again  turned  his  attention  to  the  Sea  Cat  and 
saw  that  she  had  shifted  her  position. 

He  now  took  a  look  for  the  twentieth  time  at  the  am¬ 
munition  of  the  fort. 

It  was  not  of  the  quality  he  desired,  but  there  was  no 
help  for  it. 

Among  the  things  they  had  hauled  from  the  town  the 
boys  found  a  heavy  box  which  was  bound  with  brass. 

Thad  caused  it  to  be  broken  open  out  of  curiosity  and 
out  rolled  a  perfect  stream  of  old  copper  coins  of  a  sort 
they  had  never  seen. 

Some  of  them  were  nearly  as  large  as  one’s  hand  and 
the  dates  were  not  legible. 

Simon,  with  a  gleeful  laugh,  scraped  a  lot  of  them  into 
his  hat  and  carried  them  to  one  of  the  guns. 

“We’ll  show  Capt.  Redbeard  that  we  don’t  care  for 
money,”  exclaimed  the  Dutch  lad,  as  he  proceeded  to  toss 
the  coins  into  the  cannon. 

Just  then  the  Sea  Cat  showed  her  teeth  again  by  firing 
one  of  her  long  guns  and  Simon  responded  with  the  gun 
doubly  charged. 

The  disks  of  copper  whirled  through  the  air  in  a  perfect 
shower,  and  Thad  cried  out  that  they  had  struck  down 
at  least  two  men  on  the  pirate’s  deck. 

“Hurrah !  Bring  on  another  fortune,  Oil,”  exclaimed 
Simple  Simon,  and  the  old  cannon  was  recharged,  this 
time  with  nearly  a  peck  of  coins. 

“We’ll  keep  this  load  for  close  quarters,”  said  Simon, 
with  a  glance  at  Thad.  “When  these  fellows  assault  the 
fort  we’ll  pay  ’em  in  hot  copper  for  their  trouble.” 

It  looked  as  though  the  assault  would  not  be  long  de¬ 
layed,  from  the  movements  going  on  on  board  the  Sea 
Cat,  and  the  three  boys  prepared  for  the  struggle. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

IN  THE  MAD  CAPTAIN’S  PALACE. 

The  mad  captain  now  and  then  had  fits  of  reason. 

One  of  these  seemed  to  be  upon  him  when  he  returned 
to  the  palace. 

He  called  Morto  before  him  and  warned  him  to  keep 
away  from  Fort  Defiance. 

The  face  of  the  ruffian  darkened. 

“You've  left  it  all  to  those  young  rascals,  I  see.” 
growled  the  man. 

“I  have  left  it  to  Thad.  He  says  he  will  hold  the  fort." 

“Hold— perdition.”  cried  Morto.  “They  are  simply 
playing  with  you,  captain.  They  will  surrender  the  mo- 
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merit  Redbeard  lands  bis  men,  and  then  it  will  be  an  easy 
march  to  the  palace.” 

Capt>  Bolero  started  at  this  and  for  half  a  minute 
looked  curiously  into  Morto’s  face. 

“Think  you  so?”  he  inquired. 

“They  are  simply  playing  with  you,”  cried  the  other. 
“Thev  have  served  under  Kidd  and  Sir  Henry  Morgan, 
and,  of  course,  they  would  sooner  tread  the  deck  of  a 
pirate  like  the  Sea  Cat  than  remain  with  us  on  Lizard 
Isle.” 

The  mad  captain  was  more  than  half  convinced. 

“If  I  thought - ” 

“It  needs  no  thinking,”  interrupted  the  wily  Morto, 
eager  at  any  time  to  put  in  a  wedge  against  Thad  and 
his  chums.  “The  girl  says  they  spiked  the  guns.” 

“I  know  Margot  says  that,  but  she  may  be  mistaken.” 

“She  has  eyes,  captain.” 

“And  devilish  pretty  ones  at  that,”  exclaimed  Capt. 
Bolero.  “But  she  seems  to  have  recanted  a  little.  Now 
she  says  she  is  not  so  sure  about  the  spiking- - ” 

“Does  she  say  that?”  cried  Morto.  “Where  is  the 
wench  ?” 

“In  her  rooms.” 

“Ell  face  her,”  he  cried.  “She’ll  not  tell  me  that.” 

He  turned  and  sprang  from  the  mad  captain’s  presence. 
In  less  than  three  minutes  he  appeared  in  a  room  where 
a  young  girl  was  half  asleep  on  a  luxurious  couch. 

She  sat  up  the  moment  she  recognized  the  man  and 
her  deep,  lustrous  eyes  4transfixed  him. 

“You,  Capt.  Morto?”  said  she.  “I  did  not  expect  this 
visit.  How  is  the  ship  in  the  bay?  I  hear  that  the  Sea 
Cat  has  come.” 

Morto’s  brows  lowered  and  he  came  forward. 

“What  made  you  recant?”  he  snapped. 

‘•J _ I -  It  was  not  true,  you  know.” 

“Thunder!  do  you  have  to  speak  the  truth  at  all 
times?”  cried  the  man.  “You  had  to  tell  Capt.  Bolero 
that  you  were  not  so  sure  about  the  boys  spiking  the 

guns.” 

“I  did  tell  him  that,”  admitted  Margot.  “I  could  not 
sleep  after  the  lie  I  told  before. 

“Oh !  you  always  bring  to  your  aid  your  conscience,” 
sneered  Morto.  “  That  don  t  go  on  Lizard  Isle.  \  ou 
promised  me  that  you  would  declare  that  the  boy  Thad 

spiked  the  guns.” 

“I  did.” 

“But  now  you  would  take  it  all  back.” 

“It  was  cruel,”  pleaded  the  girl.  It  was  the  height 
of  cruelty  and  falsehood.” 

“I  don’t  know  such  words,”  cried  Morto.  “\ou  ve  got 
to  tell  the  captain  positively  that  Thad  did  spike  the  can- 

It 

non- 

“But  they’re  not  spiked  now,  are  they?” 

“No,  curse  those  boys!” 


I  he  large  eyes  of  the  girl  for  a  moment  sought  the 
floor. 

“Where  is  the  wrong  that  I  did  when  I  tried  to  ease  my 
guilty  conscience?”  asked  she. 

“You  would  beggar  me.” 

She  started  up  quickly. 

“Beggar  you?”  she  cried.  “How?” 

“If  the  mad  captain  resists  the  Sea  Cat  successfully  I 
am  beggared.” 

“Oh,  I  see.  You  want  Capt.  Redbeard,  then,  to  take 
the  palace?” 

“Yes,  curse  you,  yes!” 

She  drew  back  from  the  hand  that  fell  upon  her 
shoulder. 

“In  other  words,  you  are  a  traitor.” 

“Never  mind  that  epithet,  either,”  grinned  Morto,  ma¬ 
liciously.  “I  haven’t  any  use  for  it.  Now,  what  will  you 
do — recant  and  tell  Capt.  Bolero  that  the  boy  did.  not 
spike  the  guns,  or  will  you  help  me?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  and  the  girl  shivered. 

“You  are  under  my  hand,  though  you  serve  Capt. 
Bolero !”  he  hissed. 

“Oh,  the  pity  of  it,”  wailed  the  fair  girl. 

“No  whining,”  rasped  Morto.  “Do  your  duty  by  me. 
There  are  heaps  of  gems  underneath  this  palace.  I  can 
weight  you  down  with  the  shining  things.  I  can  make 
you  the  most  dazzling  object  under  the  sun.  I  can  cover 
you  with  pearls  and  rubies,  for,  with  Capt.  Bolero  out  of 
the  way,  I  become  a  nabob.” 

She  retreated  across  the  room  and  laid  her  hand  on 
the  door  while  she  regarded  the  man  before  her. 

“I  hate  you,”  she  said,  through  clinched  teeth.  “I 
could  have  escaped  from  Lizard  Isle  a  year  ago  but  for 
you.  You  held  me  here  by  your  strange,  infernal  powers. 
You  put  me  to  sleep  at  pleasure,  and  I  do  not  come  out 
of  the  trance  till  you  will  it.” 

“That  is  true;  you  will  go  into  the  trance  now.” 

Morto  approached  the  girl  with  weird  motions  with  his 
hands  and  she  tottered  to  the  couch,  where  she  soon  sank 
into  a  deep  hypnotic  slumber. 

The  man  smiled,  triumphantly. 

He  stood  over  her  a  little  while,  looking  down  into  the 
white  face  and  at  last  withdrew. 

At  the  door  he  executed  a  gesture  toward  Margot  and 
as  the  portal  closed  she  opened  her  eyes  and  sat  up. 

“What  is  this  strange  power?”  she  exclaimed.  “Can  I 
not  break  it?  *  Must  I  go  to  the  mad  captain  and  fasten 
the  chains  back  on  the  three  boys  whom  the  sea  brought 
us?  They  are  now  defending  the  new  fort,  and  Morto, 
the  cruel,  would  doom  them  all.  Must  my  life  be  forever 
li liked  to  the  wild  career  of  this  fiend?  Must  I  live  and 
die  on  Lizard  Isle  in  his  shadow,  seeing  no  good  moments 
— the  slave  of  Morto,  the  villain  who  will  some  day 
crush  me  like  an  eggshell?” 
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She  opened  the  door  and  entered  a  smaller  chamber 

where  the  shadows  lav  thick. 

¥  % 

In  this  room  was  a  little  window  that  looked  out  upon 
the  sea  where  the  Sea  Cat  lay. 

Margot  climbed  to  the  aperture  and  looked  seaward. 

She  saw  the  stone  fort ;  she  noticed  the  flag  that  flut 
tered  above  the  parapet  and  beyond  all  this  she  made  out 

the  outlines  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

,  # 

For  at  least  ten  minutes  she  stood  there  with  her  gaze 
riveted  upon  these  scenes. 

Suddenly  she  saw  a  little  puff  of  smoke  lift  above  the 
deck  of  the  buccaneer  vessel. 

Then  came  the  far-away  roar  of  a  cannon  and  she 
started  back. 

“It  is  coming,”  she  cried.  “They  are  going  to  fight 
and  I  am  here  with  a  lie  still  on  my  lips.  Thad,  the  boy, 
does  not  know  that  I  have  been  forced  to  doom  him.  He 
is  in  command  at  the  fort  and  he  has  driven  Morto  and 
his  fiends  away.” 

Margot  left  the  window  and  descended  into  the  lower 
part  of  the  house. 

She  found  a  narrow  underground  passage  which  led  to 
the  mad  captain’s  palace. 

In  a  few  minutes  she  stood  in  the  audience  room,  but  it 
was  empty. 

Margot  searched  the  entire  palace  for  Capt.  Bolero, 
but  found  him  not. 

“He  may  have  gone  down  to  the  treasure,”  she  said  to 
herself,  and  then  she  ran  from  the  room,  found  a  little 
door  deftly  concealed  in  the  wall,  opened  it,  and  went 
down  a  flight  of  steps. 

“I  think  he  led  me  down  here  the  time  he  blindfolded 
me,”  she  muttered  to  herself.  “I  must  find  the  captain.” 

Presently  she  came  to  the  end  of  the  passage  she  was 
treading  and  found  there  another  door. 

She  hesitated  to  open  it. 

At  last,  overcome  by  her  eagerness  and  curiosity,  she 
turned  the  iron  knob  and  swung  the  door  wide. 

A  puff  of  cold,  damp  air  fell  upon  her  face. 

She  went  down  the  dark  passage.  1 

Suddenly  she  stopped,  for  a  light  was  flickering  ahead. 

Margot  felt  for  the  dagger  she  ever  carried  in  her 
bosom  and  went  on. 

At  length  she  dropped  to  the  ground  and  leaned  over 
what  appeared  the  brink  of  a  great  chasm. 

The  place  was  quite  deep,  but  the  bottom  was  observa¬ 
ble  by  means  of  the  light  that  was  held  by  a  human 
figure. 

She  beheld  the  mad  captain  alone  in  the  pit. 

All  at  once  there  came  out  of  the  shadows  that  pre¬ 
vailed  at  one  end  of  the  pit  a  witchlike  creature  that 
caused  a  cry  to  break  from  Margot’s  throat. 

Capt.  Bolero  thrust  his  hands  into  an  old  chest  and 
scooped  up  a  lot  of  jewels  which  he  extended  toward  the 
weird  woman. 


She  indignantly  waved  him  off. 

“Heavens!  ’tis  the  witch  of  the  Devil’s  Well,”  cried 
Margot.  “I  saw  her  one  night  on  the  fringe  of  that 
bottomless  place,  and  now  she  is  down  yonder.” 

“What  do  you  want  here?”  said  a  stern  voice  behind 
the  girl  and  she  sprang  up  to  stand  face  to  face  with 
Morto. 

The  fellow  had  stolen  upon  her  so  quietly  that  she  had 
not  heard  his  steps  and  she  gazed  at  him  with  her  eyes 
nearly  starting  from  her  head. 

“Come  !”  said  he.  “You  are  playing  spy  on  the  captain. 
This  is  the  last  time,  girl !” 

His  fingers  seemed  to  sink  into  her  flesh  as  she  was 
dragged  off,  and  Morto  ran  along  the  dark  corridor  with 
her  at  his  heels. 

“But  the  woman — the  witch?”  cried  Margot.  “Who 

is  she?” 

“Seek  not  to  know,”  was  the  answer.  “You  are  doomed 
for  this  bit  of  work.” 

He  dragged  her  into  the  daylight  and  far  beyond  the 
darkness  of  the  passage. 

Throwing  her  upon  the  cot,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
tiny  phial  and  a  pistol. 

These  he  placed  side  by  side  on  the  little  table  in  the 
center  of  the  chamber. 

“Take  your  choice,  traitress,”  said  he.  “You  may 
either  swallow  the  poison  or  choose  the  pistol.” 

The  girl  slowly  turned  her  eyes  to  the  objects  on  the 
table  and  watched  them  for  a  spell. 

“Be  quick,  I  can’t  wait  all  my  life  for  your  decision !” 
cried  Morto.  “I  am  going  to  be  a  nabob,  not  a  beggar.” 

“Is  there  no  hope?”  cried  Margot. 

“None!” 

“If  Redbeard  takes  the  fort - ” 

» 

“Oh,  he’ll  take  it  and  then  there  will  be  no  more  Capt. 
Bolero  and  you  will  not  care  to  live.  Come.  Which  is 
it — the  poison  or  the  pistol?” 

The  hand  of  Margot  darted  toward  the  table  and  her 
body  shot  after  it. 

Before  the  hand  of  Morto  could  intercept  her,  she  had 
snatched  the  weapon  from  the  cloth  and  held  it  firmly 
in  her  white  hand. 

“I  choose  this,”  she  cried,  her  voice  ringing  out  in 
clarion  tones.  “I  choose  this  for  you,  fiend!” 

The  pistol  shot  upward  and  Morto,  with  a  cry,  threw 
his  hands  before  his  face  as  he  reeled  back. 

“For  you  and  for  life  and  freedom!”  continued  Margot, 
as  her  face  suddenly  became  illumined  with  hope. 

There  was  a  loud  report  and  a  cry  and  the  rascally 
islander  threw  up  his  hands  and  tumbled  against  the 
wall. 

As  lie'  rolled  to  the  floor  Margot  threw  the  pistol  aside 
and  darted  across  the  room. 

She  did  not  look  back  but  bounded  from  the  palace 
and,  with  one  glance  around  her,  fled  toward  the  fort, 
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where  Simple  Simon,  who  was  watching  from  the  ram¬ 
parts,  shouted  to  Thad  that  the  girl  who  had  lied  for  a 
purpose  was  hastening  toward  the  fort. 

“Something  has  happened,”  said  Thad,  as  he  watched 
the  girl.  “We  must  let  her  in.  Open  the  gate,  Oliver. 
She  may  yet  be  our  friend  in  need.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  STARTLING  CIRCULATING  MEDIUM. 

“What  is  it?"  asked  Thad,  when  the  girl  stood  before 
him. 

Margot  averted  her  gaze  a  moment  and  then  faced  him 
squarely. 

“I  told  a  lie,”  said  she. 

“About  the  guns?” 

“Yes.” 

“But  you  were  forced  to  do  it?” 

“Morto!”  and  her  eyes  dropped  again. 

“Yes,  the  big  ruffian  and  our  enemy,”  cried  Thad. 
“You  will  not  go  back  to  him?” 

“To  him?”  echoed  the  girl,  with  a  smile.  “He  cannot 
harm  me  now.” 

“What  has  happened?” 

“I  have  killed  Morto.” 

Just  then  there  came  from  the  Sea  Cat  another  shot  of 
defiance,  and  Thad  turned  to  note  theveffect  of  the  ball. 

It  struck  the  sand  near  the  sea  wall  and  buried  itself. 

“They’ll  get  the  range  pretty  soon,”  said  the  voice  of 
Simon.  “I  think  Capt.  Redbeard  will  train  all  his  guns 
on  us  ere  long.” 

The  girl  was  told  that  she  would  find  a  place  in  the  fort 
so  long  as  it  was  defended,  but  that  she  would  be  safer 
from  the  Sea  Cat’s  guns  in  the  palace. 

She  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  going  back. 

For  some  time  the  vessel  at  sea  did  not  try  to  reach 
the  fort  again  with  her  guns,  but  maneuvered  in  full  sight 
of  the  place. 

“They  may  wait  for  night,”  said  Thad.  “I  wonder  why 
they  haven’t  sent  for  Margot,  if  she  really  killed  Morto.” 

This  was  a  mystery  which  they  could  not  solve,'  and,  as 
the  day  waned  and  no  one  came  from  the  towm,  the  boys 
began  to  believe  that  Capt.  Bolero  had  not  heard  of 
Morto’s  fate. 

The  sun  was  sinking  a  great  ball  of  fire  in  the  sea  when 
the  Sea  Cat  moved  nearer  the  island  and  dropped  half  a 
dozen  boats  over  her  sides. 

The  boats  moved  slowly  toward  the  shore,  and  in  a 
little  while  their  occupants,  many  stalwart  fellows,  clad  in 
striped  ‘-hirts  and  red  caps,  stood  on  the  sand. 

Thad  and  his  chums  watched  these  preparations  to 
storm  the  fort  with  undisguised  eagerness. 

They  saw  the  prominent  figure  of  Mr.  Budd,  who  had 
demanded  their  surrender,  but  they  could  not  sec  anyone 
who  looked  like  Redbeard. 


That  worthy  had  determined  to  remain  on  board  his 
vessel,  and  not  expose  himself  to  the  aim  of  the  defenders 
of  the  fort. 

A  few  minutes  of  inaction  followed  the  landing  of  the 
pirates,  and  then  the  whole  force  advanced. 

Thad  and  Oliver  depressed  the  cannon  and  stood  ready 
with  lighted  matchlocks. 

The  gun  which  contained  the  old  copper  coins  Simon 
manned  in  person  and  the  face  of  the  Dutch  boy  was 
illumined  with  the  light  of  coming  victory. 

“Wait  till  they  reach  the  spot  I  ha\4  mentioned  before 
now,”  Thad  said.  “I  drew  a  line,  yem  know,  last  night 
out  yonder  and  you  can  see  it.” 

“That’s  their  Rubicon,”  answered  Simon.  “When  they 
cross  it  the  cannon  goes  off.” 

“That’s  it.  Make  your  aim  certain,  Simon.  Perhaps 
some  of  the  rascals  are  out  of  cash - ” 

“I’m  going  to  make  banks  of  deposit  of  a  few  of  them 
anyhow,”  grinned  the  Dutch  lad. 

Suddenly  the  line  of  red-capped  rascals  halted  in  the 
sand  and  Mr.  Budd  threw  up  his  hand. 

“Ho,  there !”  he  cried. 

Thad  indicated  that  he  had  heard  the  call. 

“We’ve  got  force  enough  here  to  storm  the  stone  pile.” 
Came  back  from  below.  “We’ve  got  the  best  men  that 
ever  trod  a  vessel’s  deck  or  took  a  palace.” 

“Say  you  so,  Mr.  Budd?  What  is  it  you  want  now 

“We  demand  the  unconditional  surrender  of  the  fort.’ 

“You  made  that  demand  before.” 

“We  make  it  now  for  the  last  time.” 

“Then  for  the  last  time  hear  our  answer.  This  fort  is 
to  be  held  to  the  last  extremity !” 

A  chorus  of  wild  yells  broke  from  the  throats  of  the 
buccaneers. 

“You  will  not  lower  your  flag?” 

“Never,  sir!” 

Mr.  Budd  turned  to  his  men  and  said  something  in 
tones  that  did  not  reach  Thad’s  ears. 

The  men  in  stripes  drew  their  cutlasses  and  loosened 
their  pistols. 

At  the  same  time  they  produced  scaling  ladders,  made 
of  ropes  and  fixed  at  the  ends  with  iron  grapplers. 

They  were  a  determined  set  of  scoundrels,  who  doubt¬ 
less  had  more  than  once  scaled  forts  and  massacred  their 
defenders.  v 

“Forward !”  shouted  Mr.  Budd,  at  last. 

“Now  for  it,”  muttered  Simon,  as  he  glanced  over  the 
old  brass  piece.  “We’ll  put  a  little  coin  in  circulation  for 
a  change.” 

Pie  withheld  his  fire  till  the  line  which  Thad  had 
marked  in  the  sand  had  been  passed  by  the  buccaneers. 

The  report  that  broke  from  the  old  gun  seemed  to  shake 
the  whole  fort. 

The  peck  of  coin,  scattering  at  the  cannon’s  mouth, 
struck  the  front  rank  of  the  pirates  full  in  the  face. 
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Men  tumbled  right  and  left. 

The  whirling  disks  made  havoc,  and  men  writhed  on 
the  ground,  though  Mr.  Budd  and  a  few  others  still 
stood  erect. 

At  the  same  time  there  came  a  shot  from  the  Sea  Cat. 

It  seemed  more  of  a  signal  than  anything  else,  for  on 
the  high  poop  deck  stood  Capt.  Redbeard,  glass  in  hand, 
and  his  eyes  were  fastened  on  the  stretch  of  sand  in  front 
of  Fort  Defiance. 

Mr.  Budd  heard  the  gun  and  bit  his  lips. 

Some  of  the  men  who  had  been  knocked  down  by  the 
coin  scrambled  to  their  feet  and  staggered  to  their  places 
in  the  line  and  others  picked  up  the  scaling  ladders. 

“Another  issue  of  coin,  if  you  please.  Oil,”  cried  out 
Simon.  “It  was  just  the  thing.  It  struck  the  rascals 
fair,  and  some  of  them  won’t  need  money  the  rest  of 
their  lives.” 

Oliver  tossed  another  sack  of  money  to  Simon,  who 
rammed  it  home  in  the  old  gun. 

“What  will  they  do  next  ?”  he  asked,  glancing  at  Thad. 

“Don’t  think  they’ve  given  up  the  fight,”  was  the  reply. 
“Capt.  Danglers  is  not  that  sort  of  man.” 

Just  then  Oliver  fired  the  other  cannon,  but  he  had 
aimed  a  little  too  far  aloft  and  the  load  for  the  most  part 
went  over  the  heads  of  the  invaders. 

“A  little  too  high,  Oliver,”  Thad  said,  observing  the 
effect  of  the  shot.  “Simon  did  better  with  his  money.” 

Oliver  smiled  and  proceeded  to  reload. 

It  now  seemed  that  the  pirates  had  had  enough  of  the 
fight  for  the  present. 

Mr.  Budd  dragged  his  dead  and  wounded  back  to  the 
boats  and  put  off  for  the  vessel. 

Thad  followed  them  with  his  glass. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  roared  Redbeard,  as  the  boats 
came  alongside. 

“We  brought  the  wounded  back  for  treatment,  sir.” 

“What,  can  the  rascals  shoot  ?” 

“They’ve  loaded  their  cannon  with  money.” 

“Sir?”  and  Danglers  looked  incredulous. 

“It’s  a  fact,”  continued  Mr.  Budd.  “I  never  heard  of 
the  like  in  civilized  warfare.” 

“What  sort  of  money? — doubloons?” 

“No,  some  old  copper  trash  like  this.” 

Mr.  Budd  took  from  his  pocket  two  of  the  pieces  which 
he  had  picked  up  on  the  sand,  and  handed  them  to 
Redbeard. 

“What’s  this?”  cried  the  buccaneer.  “As  I  live!  we 
have  found  the  Great  Mogul’s  treasure !” 

“The  what,  sir?” 

“The  treasure  of  the  Great  Mogul  who  long  ago  buried 
in  a  ship  his  vast  treasure.  He  had  a  lot  of  old  coins  like 
these  and  where  they  came  from  there  is  the  lost  treasure 
of  the  Great  Mogul.” 

Mr.  Budd  opened  his  eyes. 

“You  don’t  say  so?”  he  cried. 


‘I  can’t  say  how  Bolero,  the  mad  captain,  ever  pos¬ 
sessed  himself  of  the  treasure  of  the  Great  Mogul,  but 
that  he  has  it,  there  is  now  no  doubt.  We  must  take  the 
fort  and  then  the  town.” 

“The  fort  is  the  sticking  point,  sir.  The  town  will  fall 
into  our  hands  without  a  struggle  if  we  can  get  the  fort.” 

“Then  we  will  try  for  it.” 

Redbeard  at  once  made  preparations  for  another  as¬ 
sault. 

“Why  not  wait  till  night,”  suggested  Mr.  Budd.  “We 
can  approach  in  the  haze  that  will  overspread  the  island 
after  dark  and  thus  get  a  chance  to  take  the  fort  by  sur¬ 
prise.” 

Redbeard  nodded. 

“There’s  something  in  that  suggestion  of  yours,  Mr. 
Budd,”  he  said,  to  his  first  officer. 

“The  boys  have  sharp  eyes  and  they  know  how  to  aim 
the  cannon  so  as  to  rake  the  beach.” 

“And  they  may  have  some  more  of  the  Great  Mogul’s 
treasure  for  ammunition.” 

“I  don’t  doubt  that  they  have.  This  is  rascally  war¬ 
fare,  sir,  when  the  enemy  can’t  fight  fair.” 

“We’ll  come  out  all  right  in  the  end,”  said  Danglers. 
“I  have  never  yet  founds  my  match.  Make  the  wounded 
comfortable  dn  the  surgeon’s  bay,  Mr.  Budd,  and  the 
dead — throw  them  overboard  !” 


The  first  officer  walked  away  and  Redbeard,  with  the 
two  coins,  went  to  his  cabin. 

“This  is  the  clew  to  the  greatest  treasure  that  ever 
tempted  man,”  said  he,  aloud,  seating  himself  at  the  table 
and  examining  the  copper  coins.  “There  is  no  doubt  of 
this.  They  are  a  part  of  the  mogul’s  wealth.  They  are 
not  worth  anything,  but  they  are  guides  to  the  riches  of 
the  Indies.  You  are  in  luck,  captain.  The  treasure  that 
has  escaped  the  search  of  Kidd,  Morgan,  Stede  Bonnet 
and  a  host  of  others,  is  about  to  fall  into  vour  hands. 
Nothing  stands  between  you  and  the  treasure  but  a  stone 
pile  called  a  fort,  and  you  will  sweep  this  obstruction  from 
your  path.” 

He  dallied  with  the  old  coins  for  some  time,  while  his 
dark  eyes  flashed,  and  he  heard,  now  and  then,  the  groans 
of  the  wounded  who  had  been  brought  back  from  the  un¬ 
successful  assault. 


At  last  he  sprang  up  and  pulled  a  gilded  bell  cord  over¬ 
head. 

\ 

Monti,  the  dwarf,  came  in. 

“Look  you,  little  man,”  cried  Redbeard,  throwing  one 
of  the  coins  on  the  table.  “Behold  the  key  that  has  un¬ 
locked  to  us  the  wealth  of  the. Great  Mogul.” 

The  long  fingers  .of  the  dwarf  picked  up  the  piece  and 
he  eyed  it  with  curiosity. 

“It's  not  gold,  master,”  he  said. 

“No,  'tis  copper.” 

“Pish!”  and  Monti  threw  the  coin  back  upon  the  table, 
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“'.Ye  want  nothings  but  gold — gold,  master!  What  is  an 
old  copper  piece?  Not  the  wealth  of  the  Great  Mogul.” 

“I  said  it  was  the  key  to  the  lost  wealth  of  Arunga- 
beza.” 

“The  old  mogul,  who  had  but  one  eye  and  who  wore  a 
diamond  for  the  other  one?” 

“Old  Diamond  Eye,  they  called  him,”  smiled  Redbeard. 

“Where  did  you  get  this,  captain  ?” 

“It  was  fired  from  the  cannon  of  the  fort  into  my  men.” 

Monti  danced  on  the  table  again  and  then  ran  from  the 
cabin. 

Presently  the  door  opened  and  Mr.  Budd  came  in. 

“How’s  everything  toward  land  ?”  queried  Redbeard. 

“Quiet.  The  flag  still  floats  over  the  fort.  The  men 
are  quite  eager  to  move  after  dark,  but  they  don’t  want 
to  meet  the  fire  of  those  cannon  in  daylight.” 

“You  will  muster  them  quietly.  Let  them  know  that 
we  have  within  reach  a  fortune  such  as  has  never  been 
dreamed  of,  but  at  the  same  time  tell  them  that  it  cannot 
be  obtained  till  the  fort  falls.” 

“Til  do  that.” 

“And,  Mr.  Budd,  if  one  of  them  falters,  take  your  best 
pistol  and  blow  his  brains  out.” 

The  first  officer  of  the  Sea  Cat  nodded  and  left  the 
room  again,  with  a  smile  at  the  corners  of  his  mouth. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

HOW  THAD  CAME  IN  THE  NICK  OF  TIME. 

The  walls  of  Fort  Defiance  had  not  been  damaged  by 
the  shots  of  the  enemy. 

There  was  no  telling  what  would  happen  if  the  Sea  Cat 
should  come  nearer  and  open  with  her  heavy  guns. 

She  might  batter  the  fort  to  pieces  and  render  the 
position  of  its  young  defenders  untenable,  after  which  Mr. 
Budd  and  his  men  could  advance  to  the  assault. 

Thad  and  his  chums  took  note  of  all  this. 

They  hoped  the  pirates  would  make  another  attempt  to 
carry  the  fort  by  daylight,  for  they  did  not  like  the  idea 
of  fighting  a  night  battle  when  the  odds  might  be  against 
them,  and  the  enemy  have  the  advantage. 

Therefore,  when  they  saw  the  sun  sinking  into  the  sea 
and  realized  that  a  haze  would  follow  darkness,  they  felt 
keenly  their  position. 

Margot  was  still  with  them. 

The  girl  wondered  why  she  had  not  heard  from  the 
town  after  her  last  exciting  interview  with  Morto. 

She  did  not  know  that  that  scoundrel  was  not  dead  in 
th<  little  place  where  she  had  left  him. 

Morto  had  had  a  very  narrow  escape. 

The  bullet  intended  for  his  brain  had  grazed  his  head, 
rendering  him  unconscious  for  a  time. 

He  had  rejoined  his  men  and  they  were  in  a  semidark- 
me'J  room,  holding  what  their  leader  called  “a  council 
of  war.” 
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There  were  nineteen  of  them  and  a  more  desperate  set 
of  men  never  dwelt  on  an  island. 

Morto  had  poisoned  all  with  the  venom  of  treason. 

The  men,  in  fact,  had  grown  tired  of  the  moods  of  the 
mad  captain,  and  were  ripe  for  revolt. 

Morto  hinted  at  the  great  treasure  that  was  kept  by 
Capt  Bolero,  and  this  inflamed  the  greed  of  the  rascals. 

“If  the  fort  holds  out  and  resists  Capt.  Redbeard,” 
said  Morto,  “the  boys  will  become  the  ruling  spirits  of 
Lizard  Isle.  The  captain  will  have  no  further  use 
for  us.” 

“Then  we  must  see  that  the  young  scamps  don’t  suc¬ 
cessfully  defend  the  fort.” 

“That’s  it !”  cried  Morto.  “If  they  succeed  our  days 
are  numbered.” 

In  another  moment  the  door  at  one  end  of  the  room 
opened  and  there  entered  a  grotesque-looking  object 
which  came  forward  on  all  fours,  like  a  beast,  though  it 
was  human. 

/ 

Some  of  the  men  fell  back  and  laid  their  hands  on  the 
butts  of  their  pistols.  ' 

This  strange  being,  crippled  from  birth,  and  with  a 
pair  of  eyes  that  glared  like  the  orbs  of  a  tiger,  ambled 
across  the  room  and,  by  catching  hold  of  the  edge  of  the 
table,  raised  himself  upon  his  feet. 

He  looked  at  Morto  and  chattered  like  an  ape. 

“What  is  it,  Don  Pasco?”  asked  Morto. 

The  chatter  continued  for  a  moment  and  then  the  hand 
of  the  being  struck  the  table  with  the  palm  down. 

“I  want  my  bride !”  he  cried,  the  little  eyes  scintillating 
like  polished  beads. 

“I’m  sure  we’re  not  keeping  her  from  you,”  said  Morto, 
with  a  glance  at  his  companions.  “You  ought  to  know 
who  keeps  her  from  your  side.” 

“Capt.  Bolero?” 

“Of  course.  He  is  the  man  who  has  deprived  you  of 
your  Margot,  the  light  of  the  tropic  stars.  You  can't 
get  her  back  by  coming  to  us,  Don  Pasco.” 

The  apelike  man,  at  one  time  a  Spanish  don  on  account 
of  his  birth,  chattered  again  and  shook  his  fist  toward 
the  door. 

“If  I  were  you,”  said  Morto,  seeing  his  chance,  “I 
would  demand  her  of  Capt.  Bolero.” 

“I  will !”  shouted  the  deformed.  “I  will  have  her  or 
his  head.” 

“That’s  it.” 

The  strange  being  moved  toward  the  door,  but  stopped 
there  and  looked  at  the  group. 

“What  is  all  the  shooting  toward  the  sea?”  he  asked. 

“The  Sea  Cat  has  come  for  us.” 

“Ho,  the  Sea  Cat!”  laughed  the  little  man.  “Will  she 
take  us  from  Lizard  Isle?” 

“Not  if  Capt.  Bolero  is  deposed.” 

“If  he  surrenders  he  will  give  up  Margot  to  the  Sea 

Catr 
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“Exactly/’  said  Morto.  “If  you  don’t  want  to  lose 
your  bride,  Don  Pasco,  you  will  see  to  it  that  Capt.  Bolero 

does  not  surrender  to  the  Sea  Cat.” 

There  was  a  cry  which  was  almost  a  screech  and  the 

deformed  vanished.  r 

“That’s  the  leaven  I  put  into  the  loaves,”  cried  Morto, 
turning  to  his  followers.  “Now  we  shall  soon  see  the  re 
suits.” 

Don  Pasco,  by  supporting  himself  along  the  walls  of 
the  passage,  left*  the  house  and  crept  through  the  garden 
attached  to  the  mad  captain’s  palace. 

He  knew  where  he  was  going. 

Ten  minutes  later  Capt.  Bolero  started  from  his  couch 
to  find  a  pair  of  mad  eyes  glaring  at  him  from  the  soft 
light  that  prevailed  in  the  room. 

It  was  Pasco ! 

“Who  sent  for  you,  devil?”  demanded  the  ruler  of 
Lizard  Isle.  “I  didn’t,  I’m  sure.  I’ve  got  my  hands 
full  now.  There’s  a  pirate  near  us,  and  Capt.  Redbeard 
wants  to  devastate  the  island.” 

“Ho!  ho!  What  cares  Dop  Pasco  for  that?” 

“Nothing,  of  course.  You  poor  misshapen  wretch - ” 

The  hand  of  Don  Pasco  fell  upon  Capt.  Bolero’s  bosom 
and  prevented  him  from  rising. 

“Don’t  touch  me,”  shouted  the  mad  captain.  “You 
have  no  right  to  lay  your  hands  on  my  person.” 

“You  must  listen.  Don  Pasco  wants  his  bride.” 

At  this  Capt.  Bolero  laughed  and  his  eyes  snapped. 
“I’ve  not  got  her,”  said  he.  “Do  you  suppose  I  would 
have  anything  that  belonged  to  you?” 

“But  my  bride — my  wife  to  be !” 

“You  come  to  the  wrong  place  for  her,”  said  the  mad 
captain.  “This  is  no  altar.” 

“But  you  know - ” 

“  ’Tis  false !” 

Capt.  Bolero  pushed  the  man  back  and  sprang  to  his 
feet. 

In  another  moment  he  had  snatched  a  rapier  from  the 
wall  and  his  hand  wound  round  its  shining  hilt  with  the 
emphasis  of  rage. 

“Get  out!”  he  cried.  “This  is  no  place  for  you. 
There’s  no  bride  here,  and,  by  my  soul !  if  there  was,  I 
would  kill  her  before  letting  her  go  to  you.” 

Don  Pasco  heard  these  hot  words  with  gritted  teeth. 
He  drew  back  and  looked  calmly  at  the  man  with  the 
bared  rapier,  and  he  evidently  saw  danger  in  Capt.  Bo¬ 
lero’s  eyes. 

“Who  sent  you  hither?”  demanded  the  captain,  sud¬ 
denly. 

“Morto.” 

* 

“I  thought  so,”  said  the  mad  captain.  “There’s  trea¬ 
son  afoot  on  Lizard  Isle.  So  Morto  sent  you?  What 
did  he  say?” 

“He  said  that  you  had  Don  Pasco's  bride. 

“And  was  that  all  ?” 


“He  said  that  if  you  held  the  fort  the  boys  would  rule 
the  island.” 

“Thad  and  his  chums,. eh?  A  deep  plotter  is  Senor 
Morto.  But  I’ll  fix  him.  Now,  sir,  get  out.” 

Don  Pasco  showed  his  teeth  in  another  snarl. 

“What,  aren’t  you  going?”  cried  the  mad  captain,  out 
of  patience.  “I  have  other  fish  to  fry.” 

“But  Don  Pasco  wants  Margot - ” 

“Margot  is  not  here.  She  is  in  the  fort  with  the  boys.” 

A  singular  cry  broke  over  the  lips  of  the  deformed. 

“Shall  I  not  have  her?” 

“You?  you?”  and  Capt.  Bolero  advanced  upon  Den 
Pasco  with  the  sword  in  front  of  him.  *Td  slit  your 
weazen  first.  You  have  Margot,  the  fair  girl  -the  child* 
of  a  peer?  You  cannot  have  her,  I  say!” 

“Then  you  shall  die!” 

In  an  instant  the  deformed  came  straight  at  Capt. 
Bolero,  and  a  hand  knocked  the  rapier  into  the  air. 

So  unexpected  was  the  charge  that  the  mad  captain 
could  not  meet  it,  and  he  went  back  against  the  wall  to 
fall  over  the  couch,  and  the  next  moment,  with  a  demoniac; 
yell,  Don  Pasco  was  upon  him. 

The  long  fingers  of  the  deformed  found  the  captain  s 
throat  and  tightened  there. 

.  His  strength  was  prodigious  and  his  black  eyes  bulged 
from  their  sockets  while  he  fastened  his  grip  on  the  throat 
underneath  his  merciless  hands. 

Capt.  Bolero  struggled  with  all  his  might  but  without 

avail.  v  v 

He  was  in  the  power  of  a  fiend,  a  half  madman  who  had 
been  washed  ashore  on  a  plank  and  taken  to  the  palace. 

“My  bride !  my  bride !”  laughed  the  half  animal  at  the 
captain’s  throat. 

“To — perdition  with  you !”  was  the  answer,  and  the 
fingers  sank  deeper  into  the  palpitating  flesh. 

There  was  death  in  sight  for  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle. 

He  gave  himself  up  for  lost,  for  he  was  fast  becoming 
unconscious  and  he  knew  that  Morto  had  so  played  on 
Don  Pasco’s  jealousy  that  the  wild  wretch  would  not  let 
up  until  he  had  finished  him. 

Why  did  not  some  one  come? 

Capt.  Bolero  saw  everything  growing  dark  around 
him. 

The  glittering  eyes  of  the  fiend  on  his  breast  faded 
from  view,  he  saw  the  lights  flit  away,  but  still  he  felt 
the  cold,  cruel  grip  of  the  long  hands  which  seemed  to  be 
eating  their  way  through  his  windpipe  and  fast  consign¬ 
ing  him  to  the  limbo  of  eternal  darkness. 

The  mad  captain  made  one  desperate  effort,  but  he 
could  not  shake  off  the  incubus. 

No  one  would  come. 

He  tried  to  cry  out,  but  the  words  never  formed  in  his 
throat. 

lie  fell  back  with  a  groan  of  despair 
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He  did  not  see  the  figure  that  was  running  across  the 
starlit  sand  from  the  fort. 

He  did  not  know  tliat  young  Thad  was  hastening  to 
the  palace  to  consult  him  before  the  night  fight  for  Fort 
Defiance.  '  * 

Our  young  hero  bounded  over  the  sand  like  a  deer  and 
ran  up  the  steps  of  the  palace. 

He  was  in  a  great  hurry,  for  he  was  needed  back  at  the 
fort,  as  the  Sea  Cat  was  liable  to  open  op  the  fort  at  any 
moment. 

Thad  caught  sight  of  no  one  as  he  entered  the  palace. 

He  was  not  very  familiar  with  the  many  chambers  of 
the  place. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  door  open  and  he  caught  sight  of 
a  slave  who  stared  at  him  and  then  hugged  the  wall  with 
a  gasp. 

The  boy  drew  his  sword  and  sprang  forward. 

“Your  master — the  captain?”  cried  Thad. 

He  placed  the  point  of  his  sword  against  the  negro’s 
bosom  and  waited  for  his  reply. 

The  dark  hand  pointed  down  the  corridor  and  desig¬ 
nated  a  door  which  Thad  saw  in  the  light  of  a  swinging 
lanthorn. 


“Good !  That’s  better  than  a  ripped  bosom !”  said  our 
hero,  as  he  started  forward  again. 

He  reached  the  door  and  jerked  it  open. 

The  room  beyond  was  dimly  lighted,  but  the  keen- 
visioned  youth  made  out  two  men  on  a  cot,  one  upon  the 
other,  with  his  hands  buried  in  his  throat. 

At  Thad’s  entrance  the  uppermost  person  turned  his 
head. 

“Here!  What  means  this?”  cried  our  hero. 

With  a  cry  Don  Pasco  sprang  to  the  floor  and  faced 
Thad  with  the  menace  of  a  wild  beast. 

Then  the  young  captain  noticed  that  the  silent  figure 
remaining  on  the  couch  was  the  mad  captain. 

In  an  instant  he  seemed  to  understand  all. 

“Villain  !  murderer !”  he  rang  out,  and  his  sword  darted 
at  the  speechless  Don  Pasco.  “I  came  in  the  nick  of  time, 
I  see.  What  shall  I  do  with  this  misshapen  thing,  cap 


Capt.  Bolero  heard,  but  he  could  not  speak. 

The  demon’s  hands  seemed  to  be  still  at  his  throat 
and  he  could  see  but  dimly. 

Thad  forced  Don  Pasco  to  the  wall  and  held  him  there 
at  the  point  of  his  sword. 

“What  was  all  this  about?”  he  demanded. 

“He  stole  my  bride.  He  took  her  to  the  fort— — ” 
“Ho,  Margot?”  broke  in  the  young  captain.  “If  he 
took  her  from  a  beast  like  you  he  did  well.” 

Don  Pasco  darted  for  the  door,  but  Thad’s  sword 
barred  his  way. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  DOOM  OF  DON  rASCO. 

“You  shall  not  get  away  from  here  till  I  know  how 
much  you  have  injured  the  captain,”  said  Thad,  looking 
the  deformed  in  the  face.  “You  may  have  killed  him.” 

“What  if  Pasco  has  killed  him?”  snarled  the  little  man. 
“Pie  stole  my  bride!” 

“Nonsense,”  was  the  reply.  “Never  for  a  moment  did 
Margot  think  of  mating  with  such  a  being  as  you.” 

Thad  forced  the  man  across  the  room  at  the  point  of 
his  sword  while  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  captain. 

Capt.  Bolero  opened  his  eyes  and  seemed  to  recognize 
Thad. 

He  was  not  dead,  then. 

Thad  doubted  not  that  he  had  come  in  the  nick  of  time 
and  he  made  Don  Pasco  crouch  along  the  wall  while  he 
assisted  the  mad  captain. 

In  a  little  while  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle  was  able  to  sit 
up  and  in  a  few  broken  sentences  he  told  the  story  of  Don 
Pasco’s  assault. 

“What  shall  I  do  with  him?”  asked  our  hero,  nodding 
to  the  mad  dwarf. 

“I  will  attend  to  him.  You  need  not  go  back  to  the 
fort  just  now.” 

“But  the  pirates  are  liable  to  attack  at  any  time.” 

“Never  mind  them  for  the  present.” 

Capt.  Bolero  rose  and  cocked  a  pistol. 

His  bloodshot  eyes  glared  with  unspeakable  fury  at  the 
man  against  the  wall. 

“Come,”  he  said*,  sternly  to  Don  Pasco.  “And  you  as 
well,  Thad.” 

The  deformed  got  up  and  looked  toward  a  sword  that 
hung  on  the  wall. 

The  mad  captain  stepped  suddenly  between  him  and  the 
weapon. 

The  would-be  murderer  was  escorted  from  the  chamber 
and  along  a  dimly  lighted  corridor.  v 

The  hand  of  the  mad  captain  was  on  his  arm  and  the 
muzzle  of  the  pistol  within  a  few  inches  of  his  head. 

They  passed  from  the  palace  and  went  through  the 
gardens. 

“What  is  to  be  the  outcome  of  this  ?”  Thad  asked  him¬ 
self. 

Presently  the  face  of  our  hero  blanched,  for  they  were 
drawing  near  the  Devil’s  Well. 

Over  the  face  of  Don  Pasco  had  come  the  shadow  of  a 
terrible  fear. 

Capt.  Bolero  said  nothing,  but  kept  his  gaze  riveted 
upon  the  deformed,  who  also  held  his  tongue. 

At  last  the  three  stood  on  the  very  fringe  of  the  pit. 

“This  is  to  be  your  couch/’  said  the  mad  captain,  ad  , 
dressing  Don  Pasco. 

The  little  man  fell  back  and  shut  his  teeth  hard;  that 
was  all. 

“How  deep  is  it?”  asked  Thad. 
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“It  has  no  bottom. 

“But - ” 

“I  know  the  fires  leap  up  over  the  infernal  rim  of  the 
Devil’s  Well,  but  we  have  never  found  bottom. 

In  another  moment  the  pistol  of  Capt.  Bolero  was 
pressed  against  Don  Pasco's  head. 

“Forward!”  he  hissed. 

To  step  forward  was  to  plunge  headlong  down  the 
chasm. 

The  little  man  turned  to  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle  and 

looked  an  appeal  for  mercy.  * 

“No  mercy!”  hissed  Capt.  Bolero.  “You  sought  my 
life  at  the  suggestion  of  a  traitor.  1 11  take  care  of  him 
later  on.  Go !” 

The  pistol  again  touched  the  dwarf’s  head. 

“But  my  bride - ” 

“Perdition!  She  is  not  for  you,  I  say.” 

“You  took  her  from  me.” 

The  mad  captain  laughed. 

“Shall  I  send  you  brainless  into  the  Well?”  he  cried. 
“Or  will  you  seek  for  its  floor  with  your  brains  in  your 
head?” 

There  welled  from  the  throat  of  the  deformed  a  cry  that 
would  have  melted  any  heart  but  the  mad  captain’s. 
“Forward!”  he  thundered,  again. 

Throwing  his  hand  in  midair  the  deformed  turned  and 
with  another  cry  shot  out  over  the  edge  of  the  pit  and 
vanished ! 

“One!”  cried  Capt.  Bolero,  turning  upon  Thad,  who 
had  witnessed  the  terrible  fate  of  Don  Pasco.  “After  the 
fight  with  the  Sea  Cat  we  will  attend  to  the  others.” 

They  went  back  to  the  palace. 

There  Thad  made  known  his  wants. 

“We  would  like  to  have  some  more  coin  for  ammuni¬ 
tion.” 

Capt.  Bolero  started. 

“Yes,  among  the  ammunition  which  was  brought  to 
Fort  Defiance  we  found  a  box  of  coin  which  we  fired  into 
the  ranks  of  Capt.  Redbeard’s  men.” 

“Money?”  cried  the  mad  captain,  horrified.  “You 
shoot  money,  my  money,  at  the  enemy  ?” 

“We  did  and  it  riddled  them  like  a  storm.” 

“What  was  it  like,  this  money?” 

“Great  pieces  of  copper.”  , 

“The  mogul’s!”  cried  Capt.  Bolero.  “Let  me  see.  I 
may  have  some  more.” 

He  summoned  a  slave,  who  was  sent  after  something  in 
another  part  of  the  palace. 

Presently  the  black  came  back  carrying  a  brass-bound' 
box. 

“Open  it,”  commanded  the  mad  captain. 

The  negro  did  so,  and  as  the  lid  fell  back,  Thad  uttered 
a  shout. 

“They  arc  doubloons  and  pieces  of  eight !”  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 


Capt.  Bolero  nodded,  with  a  smile  at  his  lips. 

“Will  this  do?”  he  asked. 

“What,  you  do  not  intend  to  fire  gold  pieces  at  the 
pirates?” 

“Why  not?  If  they  will  save  the  fort - ” 

“They  will  cut  through  their  ranks  like  pieces  of  steel. 
But  the  value - ” 

“Speak  not  of  value,”  broke  in  the  mad  captain.  “There 
is  the  means  of  defense.” 

He  then  gave  orders  for  the  negro  to  carry  the  chest 
to  the  fort,  after  which  he  turned  to  Thad. 

“Can  you  hold  the  place?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“You  say  they  will  assault  to-night.” 

“I  think  they  will  take  advantage  of  the  darkness,  but 
I  shall  put  out  scouts.” 

“There  are  but  three  of  you  in  the  fort.” 

“I  shall  not  send  out  any  of  my  men,”  said  Thad.  “I 
have  a  plan  for  discovering  the  enemy,  should  he  land.” 

“Good !  I  like  your  courage,  boy.” 

Thad  flushed  a  little  at  this,  and  in  a  short  time  was 
on  his  way  back  to  the  fort. 

Simon  and  Oliver  uttered  shouts  of  surprise  when  they 
looked  at  the  chest  of  doubloons,  but  the  Dutch  lad  said 
he  would  fire  them  at  the  men  of  the  Sea  Cat  with  the 
greatest  pleasure. 

“There’s  nothing  like  money,”  said  Simon.  “It  goes  a 
good  ways,  and  we’ll  make  misers  out  of  some  of  Mr. 
Budd’s  rascals.” 

The  slave  was  sent  back  to  the  fort,  while  Thad  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  carry  out  a  plan  he  had  formed. 

Pie  took  a  long  rope  and  paid  it  out  toward  the  sea. 

Near  the  shore  he  drove  stakes  in  the  sand,  and  over 
the  tips  of  these  he  stretched  the  rope  in  such  a  manner 
that  an  enemy  would  strike  it  and  communicate  his  pres¬ 
ence  to  those  in  the  fort. 

Thad  was  in  the  act  of  turning  back  when  he  became 
aware  that  he  was  not  the  only  person  on  that  part  of  the 
island. 

The  haze  had  settled  over  sea  and  land,  but  Thad’s 
keen  eyes  caught  sight  of  something  darker  than  the 
sand. 

It  crouched  almost  doglike  not  far  from  him,  and  did 
not  move. 

•  Drawing  his  sword,  he  advanced  toward  the  object, 
which  suddenly  sprang  up,  and  in  another  moment  our 
hero  felt  a  pair  of  long  arms  seize  him. 

This  w-as  done  so  quickly  that  Thad  could  not  extricate 
himself,  and  the  following  second  he  was  being  half 
pushed,  half  dragged,  toward  the  water. 

He  had  no  chance  to  use  his  weapon,  else  he  would 
have  freed  himself,  but  he  was  forced  to  submit  to  the 
unwelcome  captivity. 

The  strangest  part  of  the  adventure  was  the  fa  ”  "hat 
lie  was  in  the  grip  of  a  female,  and  he  instinctively  thought 
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of  the  terrible  witch  woman  he  and  his  chums  had  seen 
at  the  Devil's  W  ell. 

Not  a  word  spake  the  strange  creature. 

“Unhand  me!"  cried  Thad,  as  he  struggled.  “I  am 
needed  at  the  fort - ” 

“You  will  never  again  see  the  fort,  ha !  h*a !”  was  the 

interruption. 

The  next  moment  the  hands  were  transferred  to  our 
hero's  throat,  and  Thad  was  nearly  choked  to  death. 

He  heard  the  moaning  of  the  sea  in  the  darkness  and 
fancied  that  he  could  see  the  Sea  Cat  creeping  upon  them. 

All  at  once  Thad  was  thrown  to  the  ground  and  the 
hands  of  the  witch  woman  were  tightening  at  his  throat. 

She  undoubtedly  meant  his  death. 

Thad  put  forth  a  prodigious  effort,  and  found  himself 
on  his  feet,  but  all  at  once  he  was  pounced  upon  again. 

This  time,  rendered  desperate  by  the  situation,  he 
whipped  out  his  sword  and  struck  half  at  random  in  front 
of  him. 

There  was  a  cry  and  a  fall,  and  then  he  was  free. 

In  another  moment  he  was  running  toward  the  fort, 
but,  forgetting  where  he  had  set  the  rope,  he  tripped  on 
it  and  went  headlong  to  the  ground. 

Before  he  could  rise,  he  was  seized  from  behind  and 
pulled  back. 

The  ogress  \^as  upon  him  again. 

This  time  Thad  was  dragged  toward  the  sea  by  the 
arm,  the  strange  creature  muttering  maledictions  and 
filling  the  air  with  her  insane  tirade. 

Our  young  hero  was  on  the  point  of  giving  himself  up 
f6r  lost  when  some  one  uttered  a  shout  and  came  to  his 
rescue. 

It  was  Simon. 

The  Dutch  boy  carried  a  half-hooded  lanthorn,  which 
he  turned  on  at  the  right  moment,  and  revealed  the  hag 
in  all  her  terrible  aspect. 

The  witch  woman  dropped  Thad  at  sight  of  Simon, 
but  the  Dutch  lad  in  turn  uttered  a  cry  and  recoiled. 

Seeing  that  he  would  have  to  defend  himself,  Thad 
went  at  the  mad  thing  with  his  sword  and  pushed  her 
seaward  before  its  point. 

She  reached  the  fringe  of  the  water. 

There  she  paused,  and  threw  her  hands  above  her  head. 

“Woe  to  all  of  you !”  she  cried.  “The  days  of  the  mad 
captain  are  numbered.  He  has  slept  his  last  sleep  and 
the  island  will  soon  know  him  no  longer.” 

“Witch!  murderess!”  shouted  Thad.  “Come,  we  will 
take  care  of  you.  Capt.  Bolero  would  like  to  see  you 

W  “No!” 

She  turned  toward  the  sea  and  sent  one  fierce  look 
over  her  shoulder  at  the  two  boys. 

“Woe  to  the  man  who  holds  the  treasures  of  the  Great 
.  Mogul  1”  came  from  her  throat.  “He  will  never  sleep 
ain  after  this  night!” 


1  he  last  word  still  trembled  her  lips  when  she  turned 
and  plunged  headlong  into  the  sea. 

Simon  uttered  a  cry  of  horror. 

“We  shall  see  her  again,”  said  he.  “This  is  not  the  last 
of  the  wild  witch.” 

But  Thad  was  quite  sure  that  the  woman  would  never 
again  trouble  them,  and  then  he  turned  about  and  read¬ 
justed  the  rope  along  the  stakes. 

Having  completed  this  work,  he  and  Simon  turned 
back  to  the  fort. 

“I  would  like  to  know  if  Margot  knows  anything  about 
this  wild  creature,”  said  Thad.  “I  will  question  her.” 

“Not  now,”  said  Olive* ,  with  a  singular  look.  “Margot 
is  not  in  the  fort.” 

“Not  in  the  fort?”  cried  Thad.  “Where  is  the  girl?” 

“Out  yonder  somewhere.  I  could  not  keep  her  inside. 
She  seemed  to  know  what  was  happening  down  yonder, 
and  so  she  defied  me  and  slipped  off.”  , 

“She  may  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sea  Cat's  kittens.” 

“Or  back  into  the  power  of  Morto.” 

'  “In  either  event  she  would  not  fare  very  well,”  and 
Thad  strained  his  vision,  but  in  vain,  in  an  effort  to  see 
what  the  haze  and  the  night  hid  from  his  gaze. 


CHAPTER  X. 

IN  WHICH  SIMON  HAS  A  MISADVENTURE. 

An  hour  passed. 

The  silence  of  the  sea  was  not  broken. 

There  came  over  the  sand  no  sounds  to  tell  of  the  ap¬ 
proach  of  the  Sea  Cat’s  kittens. 

At  last  there  came  a  tremor  on  the  cord  that  reached 
from  the  stakes  to  the  fort,  'and  the  boys  who  noticed  it 
looked  inquiringly  into  each  other’s  faces. 

Did  it  announce  the  coming  of  the  foe? 

Simon  sprang  to  the  cannon  and  looked  to  the  powder 
in  the  vent. 

It  was  a  moment  of  suspense,  and  the  three  defenders 
of  Fort  Defiance  awaited  the  next  event  with  eagerness 
and  anxiety. 

The  rope  quivered  again,  and  then  jerked  violently. 

“Something’s  wrong,”  said  Simon. 

“It  is  not  the  enemy,  else  we  would  have  had  the  rope 
jerking  more  than  that,  for  I  stretched  it  the  whole  length 
of  the  fort’s  front,”  Thad  returned.  “Wait.  I’ll  recon- 
noiter.” 

“No,  I’ll  go,”  and  Simon  clambered  to  the  top  of  the 
parapet  and  dropped  to  the  ground. 

The  Dutch  boy  had  not  forgotten  his  adventure  with 
the  turtles,  and  he  now  exercised  the  greatest  caution. 

Slipping  forward  over  the  sand  Simon  reached  a  point 
near  the  sea. 

His  fingers  found  the  rope,  and  lie  stooped  over  it  and 
listened.- 
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Xo  sound  came  to  Ins  ears  for  a  little  while,  and  then 
he  heard  the  hum  of  voices. 

The  owners  of  these  were  not  far  off,  just  between  him 
and  the  sea,  and  he  crept  forward  with  his  hand  at  the 
butt  of  his  pistol. 

Simple  Simon  had  an  ear  like  a  fox  for  sound. 

He  strained  his  eyes  in  the  darkness,  and  at  last  caught 
the  sudden  and  momentary  glimmer  of  a  hooded  lanthorn. 

The  enemy  was  landing ! 

He  now  caught  the  sound  of  grinding  boats,  and  then 
again  the  lowr  commands  of  some  one. 

Simon  lay  flat  on  the  sand  and  looked  and  listened. 

“They’re  stealing  a  march  on  i?s,”  said  the  Dutch  boy. 
“It  is  just  as  I  thought.  Now,  if  they  get  near  the  fort 
they  will  rush  forward  with  the  scaling  ladders  and  speed¬ 
ily  appear  On  the  wall.” 

He  had  seen  and  heard  enough,  and  was  in  the  act  of 
running  back  to  the  fort  when  a  pair  of  arms  fell  about 
him  and  he  was  lifted  from  his  feet. 

The  Dutch  hero  was  too  astonished  to  speak. 

“Oh,  we’ve  got  you,  my  little  land  crab,"  cried  a  gruff 
voice,  as  Simon  was  pulled  back.  “There’s  no  use  in 
struggling.  You're  the  outpost,  eh?'’ 

Still  Simon  maintained  an  emphatic  silence. 

“We’ll  let  the  captain  have  a  look  at  ye,”  laughed  his 
captor,  and  the  boy  was  carried  toward  the  sea. 

In  a  second  he  was  placed  before  a  man  who  stood  at 
the  edge  of  the  water,  and  upon  whom  the  light  of  a 
lanthorn  fell. 

A  thought  that  startled  Simon  flashed  across  his  mind. 

This  man  was  Redbeard ! 

“Here,  cap’n,”  said  Simon’s  captor,  “is  a  little  crab  I 
caught  in  the  sand.” 

Some  one  held  the  lanthorn  close  to  Simon’s  face,  and 
the  fierce  eyes  of  the  officer  glared  at  him. 

‘You  did  well,  Nopanto,”  he  said,  with  a  glance  at  the 
man.  “Truly  this  crab,  from  his  pinchers,  is  a  dangerous 
thing.” 

Then  he  turned  to  Simon  again. 

“Who  are  you?”  he  asked. 

Simon  tossed  his  head  haughtily,  and  answered  in  the 
same  strain. 

“Who  are  you?  Redbeard?” 

“Yes,  if  the  answer  will  satisfy  you.  I  am  Capt.  Red¬ 
beard  of  the  Sea  Cat” 

“I  thought  as  much.” 

“And  you?” 

“Well,  I’m  not  one  of  the  kittens.” 

The  men  laughed  at  this  and  moved  closer,  forming  a 
complete  ring  of  armed  humanity  about  the  Dutch  boy. 

“You’d  make  a  good  kitten,  though,”  grinned  Red¬ 
beard.  “I  would  like  to  have  you  serve  me.” 

“No,  sir!  I  serve  a  better  leader.” 

“Who,  pray?” 

“Capt.  Thad.” 


“The  captain  of  the  fort?” 

“Yes.” 

Danglers  became  deeply  interested. 

“How  much  of  a  garrison  have  you?”  he  asked. 

“Enough  to  hold  out.” 

“And  cannon?” 

“Enough  to  keep  shooting  till  Gabriel  blows  his  trump." 

“By  my  troth,  you’re  a  witty  lad.  You  shot  money  at 
us.” 

“You  haven’t  passed  any  of  it  back  over  our  counter.” 

“Where  did  you  get  the  old  coins?” 

“Where  they  were  to  be  had,  sir.” 

At  this  Redbeard  frowned  and  looked  at  his  men. 

They  drew  closer  still,  and  gave  Simon  more  than  one 
fierce  stare. 

“Now,  boy,”  said  Redbeard,  “we  are  going  to  take  the 
fort.  Nothing  ever  stands  out  long  before  me.*  I  am  the 
sweeper  of  the  seas,  and  hundreds  have  resisted  Capt. 
Redbeard  to  their  sorrow.” 

“I  doubt  it  not,’’  said  Simon. 

“Bring  the  girl  hither !” 

Simon  started  at  this  command,  and  the  following  mo¬ 
ment  he  was  astonished  to  see  the  light  of  the  lanthorn 
fall  upon  the  pallid  face  of  Margot. 

“Who  is  that,  girl  ?”  asked  Redbeard,  pointing  to  Simon 
as  he  put  the  question. 

Margot  shook  her  head. 

“Does  he  belong  in  the  fort?” 
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The  girl  did  not  reply. 

“Tell  him  yes,”  cried  Simon.  “You  need  not  fear  to 
betray  me,  girl.  I'll  take  care  of  myself." 

“I  know  him  not,”  asseverated  the  girl. 

“Thunder  and  great  guns,  this  is  exasperating !”  cried 
Redbeard.  “Where  is  Mr.  Budd?” 

“Here,  sir.” 

“Take  the  girl  out  and  let  her  have  the  point.” 

At  this  Simon,  who  understood  the  threat,  darted  to¬ 
ward  the  buccaneer. 

“Touch  not  the  girl !"  he  cried.  “I  am  Simon  Van 
T wilier.  I  belong  to  the  fort  which  is  commanded  by 
Capt.  Thad  Fergus,  who  once  served  with  Capt.  Kidd 
and  Sir  Henry  Morgan.  We  are  now  in  Capt.  Bolero’s 
service.  We  are  the  sole  defenders  of  Fort  Defiance,  for 
my  captain  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  Morto  and  his 
men.  The  fort  will  be  defended  to  the  last !” 

Redbeard  listened  to  these  words  with  flashing  eves. 

“I  thought  I  would  bring  you  round,”  said  he.  “So  you 
arc  the  garrison — you  three  lads?” 

“Yes.” 

Redbeard  laughed. 

“What — three  kids  holding  out  against  the  king  of  the 
Caribbean  ?” 

“You  will  have  a  fine  time  taking  the  fort." 

The  pirate  placed  his  hands  on  his  hips  and  laughed 
again  harder  than  before. 
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i  “It's  a  fine  game,  eh,  Mr.  Budd?”  he  cried.  “Just  think 
I  of  it.  Defied  by  three  boys,  who  spray  us  with  hard 
\  money.  Forsooth,  it’s  enough  to  make  a  stone  smile.” 

Simon  said  nothing  to  this,  but  looked  at  the  tall  figure 
|  of  the  pirate  undaunted. 

“How  much  ammunition  have  you,  really?”  asked  Red- 
beard.  “And  where  did  the  mad  captain  get  his  cannon  ?” 
“Answering  your  last  question  first,  he  never  told  us.” 
“Where  does  he  keep  the  gems  of  the  Great  Mogul  ?” 
“We  are  not  his  secret  keepers.” 

“Come,”  and  Redbeard  stamped  the  ground  in  his  rage. 
“This  must  not  go  on  forever  in  this  manner.” 


“Then,"  smiled  Simon,  “ask  me  some  easy  questions.” 

Seeing  that  he  had  caught  a  Tartar,  the  captain  of  the 
Sea  Cat  turned  away,  but  with  a  quick  gesture  to  Mr. 
Budd. 

“What  think  you,  Mr.  Budd?”  queried  Redbeard. 
“The  boy  will  not  give  his  employers  away.  We  can’t 
coerce  him.” 

“Threaten  the  life  of  the  girl  again.  That  brought  him 
round  a  while  ago.” 

Mr.  Budd  came  back  to  where  Simon  stood. 

“We  will  kill  the  girl  first,”  said  he. 

“Villains !” 

“Oh,  yes,  that’s  what  we  are,”  was  the  answer,  and 
the  hand  of  the  first  officer  of  the  Sea  Cat  closed  on  Mar¬ 
got’s  arm. 

The  girl  drew  back,  but  did  not  speak. 

“Here!”  cried  Simon.  “Take  me  and  spare  the  lass.” 
“We  can’t;  it’s  the  girl  first.” 

“By  your  captain's  orders?” 

“Yes!”  roared  the  voice  of  Redbeard.  “By  my  orders!” 
Simple  Simon  saw  Air.  Budd  take  Alargot  from  the 
circle  with  a  look  of  murder  in  his  eye. 

Suddenly  the  Dutch  boy  sprang  toward  the  nearest 
'  pirate  and  whipped  his  sword  from  his  belt.  ’ 

The  astonished  man  reached  for  his  weapon,  but  it  was 
beyond  his  grasp,  and  in  another  moment  it  was  lifted  in 
midair. 

Simple  Simon  dashed  straight  at  Air.  Budd  and  the 
cutlass  came  down  upon  his  unprotected  head. 

There  was  a  cry  and  a  tumble,  and  the  Dutch  boy, 
catching  hold  of  Margot’s  wrist,  darted  toward  the  fort. 

The  act  of  Simon’s  stunned  the  freebooters  for  a  time. 

Mr.  Budd  was  on  the  ground  with  a  terribly  lacerated 
head  before  they  realized  what  had  happened. 

“Come  along,”  cried  Simon,  to  his  companion.  “We’ll 
have  the  whole  kit  upon  us  in  a  little  while.  1  hey’re  tak¬ 
ing  breath  now.  What  a  precious  lot  of  rascals  they 
I  are.” 

Margot  ran  beside  the  boy,  and  both  raced  for  Port 

f  Defiance. 

Behind  them  rang  out  the  curses  of  the  maddened 
pirates,  and  soon  they  heard  other  sounds  which  told  them 
that  they  would  be  followed  to  the  walls  of  the  fort. 
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Suddenly  Simon  stopped  and  then  threw  himself  upon 
the  ground,  bidding  Alargot  do  the  same. 

“Fire!”  he  cried.  “Oliver!  Thad,  fire  the  long  gun. 
It’s  trained  on  the  right  spot - ” 

He  was  answered  by  the  discharge  of  the  gun,  and  the 
flash  for  an  instant  lit  up  the  space  between  the  fort  and 
the  beach. 

Cries  and  oaths  followed  the  flash  of  the  cannon. 

Simon  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  pulling  Alargot  after 
him,  started  again  for  the  fort. 

“We’ll  make  it  yet!”  he  cried  in  the  girl’s  ear.  “Oil 
scattered  some  more  coin  among  the  buccaneers.  Did 
you  hear  how  they  took  the  cold  cash  ?” 

Alargot  laughed,  and  no  longer  needed  the  hand  of 
Simon  to  keep  up  her  speed. 

The  buccaneers  were  thundering  behind  them  in  hopes 
of  reaching  the  fort  before  the  next  gun  could  be  fired, 
but  in  this  they  were  disappointed. 

The  other  gun  let  loose,  and  the  results  proved  that  it 
had  also  been  trained  on  the  right  spot. 

“Now  for  it!  It’s  the  last  quarter!”  cHed  the  Dutch 
lad,  and  he  and  Alargot  gained  the  wall. 

Thad  was  already  at  the  gate  of  entrance,  and  jt  opened 
in  the  nick  of  time. 

In  dashed  the  couple,  and  Simon  ran  immediately  to 
one  of  the  cannon. 

“Throw  in  the  doubloons!”  he  cried.  “We’ll  try  the 
gold  salve  on  their  wounds.” 

A  strange  stillness  settled  over  the  scene. 

Nothing  could  be  heard  now  of  the  buccaneers. 

The  young  heroes  of  Fort  Defiance  waited  for  the  as¬ 
sault  which  did  not  come,  and,  while  they  waited,  they 
took  counsel  how  best  to  meet  it. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

HOW  REDBEARD  WENT  OUT  OF  THE  WORLD. 

“They’re  coming  now !”  said  Simon,  who  had  heard  a 
noise. 

Thad  looked  seaward  and  listened. 

Up  from  the  beach  came  a  rumble  and  some  low  voices. 

“Stand  fast  now,”  he  said  to  his  companions.  “We 
must  meet  the  Sea  Cat's  kittens.” 

In  a  little  while  the  sounds  increased  and  Simon  sprang 
to  the  gun  loaded  with  the  coins. 

The  Dutch  lad  bent  over  it  with  the  lighted  match-fire 
and  held  his  breath. 

The  suspense  was  almost  unbearable. 

Seconds  seemed  minutes  to  the  three  young  herpes  of 
Fort  Defiance. 

“Now !”  said  Thad,  in  low  tones.  “Let  the  rascals  have 
it,  Simon.” 

The  big  gun  spoke  out  with  no  uncertain  sound. 

The  shot  was  answered  by  a  lot  of  wild  cries  which  told 
that  the  aim  was  perfect. 
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“They’ve  got  more  money  than  they’ve  seen  for 
months,”  chuckled  Simon. 

In  another  instant  came  the  loud,  ringing  command  of 
the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

The  buccaneers  dashed  forward  with  loud  yells. 

Oliver  fired  the  second  gun,  which  took  them  fairly  in 
the  center,  but  it  did  not  check  the  rush. 

Margot,  standing  near  the  three  boys,  looked  over  the 
parapet  of  the  fort  and  glued  her  lips  close  together. 

The  girl  was  firm. 

“Forward!”  shouted  Capt.  Redbeard.  “We  shall  skin 
the  young  rats  for  our  breakfast.” 

“You’ll  find  us  tough  chewing,”  shouted  Simon,  through 
his  teeth.  “Come  on  and  catch  us — if  you  can !” 

The  cannon,  suddenly  depressed,  took  the  pirates  again 
in  the  face,  and  they  fell  back. 

All  the  urging,  together  with  the  fierce  oaths  of  their 
leader,  could  not  force  them  on  again. 

Redbeard  stamped  up  and  down  the  decimated  line,  but 
failed  to  get  them  forward. 

“Back  to  the  £ea,  then,”  he  growled.  “If  you  are  cow 
ards  when  faced  by  three  boys,  I  don’t  want  to  command 
you  any  more.” 

The  men  fell  sullenly  back. 

Mr.  Budd  had  been  shot  through  the  shoulder  with  a 
doubloon  and  was  loudly  cursing  his  ill  luck,  not  fancying 
taking  his  pay  after  that  fashion. 

He  went  back  with  the  rest,  and  all  halted  at  the  fringe 
of  the  beach,  where  Redbeard  addressed  theffi. 

He  told  them  of  the  fortune  of  the  Great  Mogul  which 
was  in  the  mad  captain’s  hands,  and  they  looked  at  one 
another  significantly,  for  this  was  a  prize  worth  striving 
for.  5 

“Try  it  once  more,  and  silence!”  cried  Redbeard.  “We 
can  take  the  fort.  Scaling  ladders  to  the  fore,  and  let 
no  man  fail  this  time.” 

The  rascals  formed  again. 

This  time  they  seemed  determined  to  take  the  fort  at 
the  risk  of  their  lives,  and  Redbeard  led  them  again  in 
person. 

The  keen  ears  of  Margot  detected  the  slight  noise  the 
enemy  made,  and  in  a  moment  she  had  informed  Thad, 
Our  young  hero  turned  again  to  Simon  at  the  large 
gun  and  told  him  to  get  ready. 

The  pirates  were  now  confident  that  they  would  gain 
the  fort  with  the  ladders. 

If  they  could  reach  a  certain  place  they  would  be  safe, 
for  the  guns  could  be  depressed  only  a  certain  degree, 
and,  when  they  were  under  them,  they  might  hope  to 
gain  the  wall. 

It  was  the  work  of  a  moment  for  the  buccaneers  to 
reach  the  point  desired,  and  then - 

Suddenly  the  two  guns  belched  their  contents  into  the 
teeth  of  the  foe. 

Men  tumbled  right  and  left. 


In  vain  did  Redbeard  urge  them  forward  again. 

They  would  not  go,  declaring  that  the  cannon  were 
loaded  with  strange  balls,  and  at  last  the  cursing  leader 
turned  madly  away. 

“To  the  vessel !”  he  commanded.  “Let  the  dead  and 
wounded  lie.  I  won’t  command  cowards  longer.” 

The  pirates  turned  back. 

Another  shot  took  them  in  the  back,  and  this  acceler- 
ated  their  speed  until  they  were  fairly  tumbling  over  each 
other  in  their  haste  to  gain  the  boats. 

The  boys  could  hear  them  on  their  retreat,  and  laughed 
grimly  to  themselves  while  they  stood  by  the  cannon. 

“I  think  we  are  rid  of  them  now,”  said  Oliver.  “That 
last  volley  did  the  business.” 

The  rascals  tumbled  into  the  boats,  which  put  off  and 
struck  out  for  the  ship. 

Danglers  was  the  first  on  deck,  and  he  watched  the 
others  as  they  came  on  board. 

The  man  was  in  a  towering  rage. 

Seldom  before  had  he  been  vanquished  in  all  his  wild 
sea  life. 

He  would  miss  the  treasure  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and 
the  mad  captain  would  still  get  to  count  the  gems. 

He  went  direct  to  his  cabin,  and  sent  for  the  wounded 
Mr.  Budd. 

“How  many  men  have  we  who  are  not  cowards?”  he 
said. 

Mr.  Budd  did  not  know. 

He  did  not  think  there  were  any  real  cowards  in  the 
lot,  but  men  could  not  withstand  the  wild  fire  of  the  fort. 

“I’m  going  to  make  an  example  of  some  of  them !” 
cried  Redbeard.  “You  will  shoot  six,  Mr.  Budd.” 

“But,  captain - ” 

Redbeard  struck  the  table  with  his  fist. 

“You  heard  me,”  he  said.  “You  will  shoot  six  on  deck 
— at  once !” 

Mr.  Budd  would  have  remonstrated,  but  he  caught  the 
mad  gleam  in  his  captain’s  eyes  and  turned  away. 

“Pick  them  out!”  called  Redbeard  after  him.  “See 
that  you  do  the  work  well,  sir.” 

Mr.  Budd  proceeded  to  the  forecastle,  where  the  men 
were  still  cursing  their  defeat. 

“Men,”  said  he,  “I  am  ordered  to  call  six  of  you  out 
for  execution.” 

The  freebooters  looked  at  him  amazed. 

They  sprang  to  their  feet  and  laid  their  hands  on  their 
weapons. 

Mr.  Budd  was  not  surprised ;  he  knew  the  temper  of 
the  men  of  the  Sea  Cat. 

“Pick  them  out,”  cried  one  of  the  ruffians.  “Make 
your  choice,  Mr.  Budd.” 

Sick  at  heart,  the  first  officer  leaned  against  a  post 
and  groaned. 

“Where  is  the  captain?”  cried  out  a  black-bearded  fel¬ 
low  named  French  Marc. 
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“In  his  cabin.”  *  x 

“Come.  men.  We  will  let  him  make  the  selection.  Six 
of  us.  eh,  and  after  following  him  for  years?  Is  the 
captain  mad?” 

“I  think  he  is.” 

Led  by  French  Marc  the  pirates  dashed  from  the  fore¬ 
castle  and  threw  wide  Capt.  Redbeard’s  door. 

The  scourge  of  the  sea  still  sat  at  the  table,  and  his 
hands  rested  on  the  neck  of  a  bottle  of  Jamaica  rum. 

He  looked  up  at  the  stern  faces  with  a  leer. 

“Get  out  !”  he  yelled. 

The  men  at  the  door  did  not  move. 

“I  ordered  Mr.  Budd  to  shoot  six  of  you.” 

“Which  six?” 

“He  was  to  make  choice.  I  can’t  command  cowards.” 

“Here  we  are,  captain,”  said  French  Marc.  “You  shall 
choose  the  half  dozen.  Come,  be  quick  about  it.  We 
don't  care  to  be  left  in  suspense.” 

The  hand  of  Redbeard  smote  the  table  and  a  dark 
frown  came  over  his  face. 

“Come  in,  then,  and  I’ll  make  the  choice,”  he  shouted. 
“I’ll  show  you  that  your  captain  means  business.” 

The  crowd  shambled  into  the  cabin  and  ranged  them¬ 
selves  along  the  wall. 

The  eye  of  Redbeard  glanced  along  the  line,  and  pres¬ 
ently  he  called  out : 

“Step  out  of  line,  French  Marc.” 

,  The  man  bit  his  lips,  but  obeyed. 

“You  too,  Curly.” 

The  little  man  called  Curly  followed  Marc’s  example, 
and  the  two  stood  together. 

Four  more  were  named,  until  all  six  stood  apart  from 
their  comrades. 

“Now  I’ll  summon  Mr.  Budd,”  said  Redbeard.  “I've 
picked  out  the  six  and  he  can  do  the  rest.” 

Mr.  Budd  came  slouching  into  the  cabin  and  halted  at 
the  table. 

Redbeard  waved  his  hand  at  the  six,  and  cried  out : 

“There’s  your  men,  sir.  Now  do  your  dutv,  Mr. 

Budd.” 

The  first  officer  of  the  Sea  Cat  glanced  down  the  line 
and  shook  his  head. 

“I  can’t  do  it,  sir,”  said  he. 

“Thunder  and  furies!”  roared  Redbeard.  “You  can’t, 

eh  ?” 

“I  can*t  shoot  these  men.” 

“Then  I  will !”  screamed  the  half-drunken  pirate, 
snatching  a  brace  of  pistols  from  the  wall.  “I’ll  show 
you  all  that  I  command  on  board  this  ship.” 

The  men  fell  back  a  pace  and  watched  the  tiger  at  the 

table. 

Mr.  Budd  seemed  to  see  what  was  about  to  happen,  but 
he  did  nothing  to  restrain  them. 

All  at  once  the  body  of  French  Marc  seemed  to  fly 
t’  rough  the  air  as  if  hurled  from  a  catapult. 
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He  landed  squarely  on  Redbeard’s  breast. 

The  captain  of  the  Sea-  Cat  was  thrown  against  the 
wall  and  the  sailors  applauded. 

With  the  hand  of  French  Marc  clutching  at  his  throat, 
Redbeard  knew  he  had  gone  too  far. 

Mr.  Budd  looked  at  him,  but  did  not  offer  to  come  to 
his  assistance. 


d  he  captain  of  the  buccaneer  had  lorded  it  over  the 
men  long  enough. 

Presently  one  of  the  men  cried  out :  “Kill  him !”  and 
Redbeard  was  thrown  across  the  table. 

He  fell  into  bad  hands,  for  no  sooner  did  he  touch  the 
table  than  the  others  seized  him  and  hurled  him  from 
the  room. 

The  change  had  come ;  the  worm  had  turned  at  last. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  men  of  the  Sea  Cat  gathered  in 
little  groups  on  the  main  deck. 

They  did  not  speak. 

Up  from  below  came  Redbeard,  with  his  hands  bound 
on  his  back  and  manacles  at  his  ankles. 

His  brows  were  knit  and  his  eye,  roving  round  the 
ship,  took  in  the  men  on  deck. 

He  did  not  speak. 

Suddenly  some  one  threw  a  noose  over  his  head,  then  a 
cry  was  raised,  and  the  captain  of  the  Sea  Cat  was 
dragged  toward  the  yardarm. 

It  was  all  over  in  a  minute. 

Mr.  Budd  took  command  of  the  vessel. 

The  days  of  Capt.  Redbeard  were  over ! 

After  a  while  some  one  sneaked  across  the  deck,  knife 
in  hand. 

He  crawled  out  along  the  yard,  and  the  steel  glittered 
for  a  moment  in  the  light  of  the  stars,  and  then— some¬ 
thing  dropped  into  the  dark  waters ! 

‘What  shall  it  be  now?"  said  Mr.  Budd,  addressing 
the  men.  “Shall  we  take  the  fort?” 


“We  can  batter  it  down  with  the  guns  from  the  ship.” 

“I  think  we  can,”  answered  the  new  captain.  “We  will 
go  in  to-morrow  at  daylight  and  try  it.” 

The  men  in  the  forecastle  looked  at  one  another,  but 
did  not  speak. 

They  said  nothing  of  the  death  of  the  captain,  but  those 
who  had  wounds  nursed  them  and  vowed  vengeance 
against  the  defenders  of  Fort  Defiance. 

On  the  morrow,  they  would  show  Thad  and  his  chums 
what  could  be  done  with  the  long  guns  of  the  Sea  Cat . 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  WHICH  AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE  TURNS  UP. 

With  the  first  flushes  of  day  Thad  and  his  friends 
looked  anxiously  seaward. 

The  tall  masts  of  the  Sea  Cat  greeted  them,  but  she 
seemed  to  be  nearer  the  island  than  before. 

Suddenly  from  her  ports  spoke  a  gun  that  was  fairly 
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aimed,  for  it  tore  some  of  the  fringe  of  the  sea  parapet 
of  Fort  Defiance. 

“Answer  him,”  cried  Thad.  "Not  with  the  coins, 

Simon,  but  give  him  ball.” 

The  Dutch  lad  sighted  the  favorite  gun  and  let  it  go. 

It  was  a  fine  shot,  for  the  great  ball  struck  the  pirate 
amidships,  and  Thad  clapped  his  hands. 

The  Sea  Cat  answered  again,  and  her  shot  took  off  the 
flagstaff,  letting  the  flag  of  the  fort  down. 

Simon,  with  an  exasperating  cry,  sprang  to  the  fallen 
emblem,  and,  picking  it  up,  waved  their  defiance  at  the 
ship. 

The  boys  heard  a  faint  cheer  come  over  the  water. 

“It’s  to  be  a  fight  at  long  range,”  said  Thad.  "They 
have  the  advantage  of  us  there.” 

“Thadl  Thad!”  cried  Margot,  at  this  juncture. 

“Look !” 

Capt.  Thad  turned  and  took  a  look  landward. 

“What  does  that  mean  ?”  he  exclaimed,  for  he  saw  the 
mad  captain  marching  toward  the  fort  at  the  head  of 
Morto  and  a  lot  of  ruffians. 

“He’s  got  another  crazy  idea  into  his  noggin,  re¬ 
marked  Simon. 

Thad  remained  silent. 

“Don’t  let  those  rascals  in  the  fort,”  continued  the 
Dutch  boy. 

“I’d  rather  not,  but  the  mad  captain - ” 

“Keep  the  whole  set  out!  You  command  here,  Thad. 
The  ruler  of  Lizard  Isle  came  nearer,  and  .waved  his 
hand  at  the  boys,  who  were  looking  down  at  him. 

“What  is  it?”  demanded  Thad. 

“I  come  for  consultation,”  said  Capt.  Bolero.  "You’ve 
made  a  good  fight,  and  I  want  to  take  command  now. 

“You?  Command  this  fort?”  cried  Thad,  noticing  the 
grim  smile  at  Morto’s  lips. 

“I  am  king  of  Lizard  Isle.” 

“We  don’t  dispute  that;  but  if  you  will  dismiss  those 
men  at  your  back  we’ll  open  the  gate.’ 

“They  are  my  faithful  subjects,  and  I  can  t  do  that. 
“Then  the  gate  remains  closed  to  you !  ’ 

“You  heard  that,  captain  ?”  the  boys  heard  Morto  say. 
"I  guess  you  now  know  who  spiked  the  guns.  ’ 

Capt.  Bolero  came  a  little  nearer,  and  spoke  again. 

“I  must  assert  my  authority,”  said  he.  "It  is  time  for 
me  to  assume  command  of  the  fort.  I  own  this  island 
and  I  must  beat  off  the  Sea  Cat.” 

“With  those  rascals  behind  you?” 

“With  Morto  and  the  rest.” 

The  mad  captain  drew  his  sword  and  held  it  aloft. 

“In  the  name  of  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle,  I  demand 
the  opening  of  the  gate!”  lie  shouted. 

Thad’s  lips  came  firmly  together. 

“Man  the  guns  there!”  he  cried,  with  a  glance  over 
his  shoulder. 

“Would  you  fire  on  us?” 


“Yes.  I  command  in  this  fort  I  have  authority  from 
vou  Capt.  Bolero.  The  men  behind  you  shall  not  enter.  . 
You  may  come  in,  but  Morto  and  his  scoundrels  mu  t 

remain  outside.”  fl 

This  was  received  with  cries  of  rage  from  the  men  back 

of  the  mad  captain,  and  they  drew  their  pistols. 

“If  it’s  fight  let  it  be,”  sternly  said  Thad,  from  the 

top  of  the  rampart. 

Capt.  Bolero  turned  suddenly  on  his  heel  and  cried  out 
to  Morto.  >. 

“You  see  they  will  not  obey  me,  he  said.  I  will* 
have  to  let  them  hold  the  fort.” 

The  rage  of  Morto  was  terrible. 

“We’ll  find  a  way  to  circumvent  them,”  cried  he.  “We 

will  let  them  off  for  the  present.” 

Thad  and  his  chums  saw  the  band  march  back. 

“We  shall  hear  from  them  again,”  said  Simon.  “I 
longed  to  train  the  guns  on  the  lot.  I  would  have  scat-; 
tered  them  like  chaff.” 

“There’s  no  doubt  of  that,  Simon,  but  you  might  have 
killed  the  mad  captain,  who  has  fallen  under  the  strange 
influence  of  Morto,  just  as  the  girl  did.  We  must  take 
what  comes.” 

Meantime  the  Sea  Cat  now  and  then  sent  her  com¬ 
pliments  at  the  fort  in  the  shape  of  iron  balls,  some  of 
which  struck  the  walls,  while  others  buried  themselves 
in  the  sand. 

The  long  day  faded  at  last. 

The  boys  saw  night  come  on  with  many  misgivings. 
The  heroic  little  band  within  the  fort  watched  the  last 
streaks  of  light  as  they  crept  away,  and  at  last  the  night 
came. 

They  were  now  between  two  foes. 

On  the  one  hand  they  had  the  spitting  Sea  Cat,  while 
on  the  other  stood  Morto  and  his  minions. 

Each  man  was  a  terror,  and  the  mad  captain  seemed 
under  the  control  of  the  head  scoundrel  of  Lizard  Isle, 
and  Thad  and  his  chums  knew  not  what  the  night  would 
bring  forth. 

Now  and  then  the  Sea  Cat,  which  still  had  the  range 
of  the  fort,  sent  her  balls  against  its  solid  masonry,  and 
one  of  the  huge  missiles  struck  the  favorite  cannon  and 
knocked  it  from  the  parapet. 

At  this  Simon  sprang  upon  the  rampart  and  shook  his 
fist  at  the  buccaneer  barque. 

Midnight  came. 

The  shots  from  the  Sea  Cat  had  grown  less  frequent, 
and  the  three  boys  were  in  hopes  that  she  had  slipped 
her  anchor  and  left  them  victors  of  the  fight. 

Over  toward  the  palace  silence  reigned. 

It  was  an  ominous  silence,  for  Thad  dreaded  the  out¬ 
come  of  Morto’s  rascality.  v 

Margot  took  her  turn  at  watch  with  the  enthusiasm  of 
her  sex,  and  Thad  had  great  confidence  in  her  acute 

senses. 
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Over  in  the  palace  lay  the  mad  captain  on  his  conch. 

He  was  quite  alone. 

All  at  once  the  door  opened  and  a  man  slipped  into 

the  room. 

He  threw  a  swift  glance  at  Capt.  Bolero,  and  then  went 
to  the  table,  where  he  sat  down  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand. 

HeA\as  one  of  the  mad  captain’s  faithful  followers,  and 
did  not  belong  to  Morto’s  cabal. 

He  watched  the  sleeping  ruler  of  Lizard  Isle,  and  now 
and  then  glanced  toward  the  door. 

At  last  he  saw  the  mad  captain  open  his  eyes. 

“Are  you  here,  Grammot  ?”  he  asked,  catching  sight  of 
his  watch. 

“Yes,  captain.  I  thought  it  best  to  come  and  see  that 
everything  was  secure.” 

“What  are  they  doing?” 

“Nothing  that  is  good,  of  course.” 

“No,”  smiled  the  mad  captain.  “I  have  been  a  fool, 
Grammot.  I  listened  to  Morto  and  tried  to  get  him  and 
his  men  admitted  to  the  fort  by  my  command,  but  Thad 
and  his  chums  kept  us  out.  It  was  well.  The  boy  has 
grit.  I  like  him.” 

“The  boys  will  beat  off  the  Sea  Cat,”  said  Grammot. 
“They  are  absolutely  without  fear.” 

“Now,  Grammot,  we  will  deal  with  the  traitors.” 

“Alone,  captain?” 

“Yes.” 

Capt.  Bolero  stood  erect  and  looked  sternly  across  the 
room. 

“Where  are  they  ?”  he  asked. 

“I  left  them  in  Morto’s  house.” 

“When  ?”  . 

“An  hour  ago.” 

“How  many,  Grammot?” 

“About  ten.” 

“What’s  the  devil’s  leaven?”  cried  the  mad  captain. 
“Are  you  ready,  Grammot?” 

“I  am  always  ready,  captain.” 

“But  tell  me,”  said  Capt.  Bolero.  “There  is  some 
mystery  connected  with  you.  You  came  to  the  island  but 
a  month  ago,  and  I  liked  you  from  the  first.” 

“I'm  glad  to  hear  that.  I  told  you  I  had  been  ship¬ 
wrecked.” 

“You  did,  but  you  never  gave  me  the  name  of  your 

vessel.”  % 

“I  didn’t  think  it  necessary.  But  now  we  have  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  time.” 

“Yes.  The  game  won’t  spoil.” 

“Know  then,  captain,  that  my  real  name  is  Jack  Crop 
per.  I’m  a  sort  of  happy-go-lucky  fellow,  one  who  has* 
'./-f-n  a  good  deal  of  the  world  and  who  has  drifted  in 
many  seas.  I  know  the  boys  in  the  fort.  I  have  thus 
far  kept  them  from  discovering  my  identity  by  keeping 
out  of  th'  ir  way.  Once  I  thought  Simple  Simon  sus 
j/ected,  for  he  eyed  me  like  a  hawk — 


“The  Dutch  boy  has  keen  eyes,”  broke  in  the  mad  cap¬ 
tain.  “I  like  him,  too.” 

“I  was  wrecked,  but  managed  to  make  Lizard  Isle,  for 
I  had  heard  of  you.  I  like  it  here,  but  really  I  would 
sooner  have  a  deck  between  me  and  the  sea.” 

“Then  you  are  not  Grammot?” 

“No,  Jack  Cropper,  at  your  service.  I  used  to  fight 
with  Kidd,  and  I’ve  seen  some  little  service  under  Sir 
Henry  Morgan.  *  I’m  a  sort  of  rolling  stone,  captain,  and 
precious  little  moss  have  I  gathered  in  tumbling  round 
the  world.” 

“I  like  you,  too,”  said  the  mad  captain.  “I’m  not  quite 
as  black  as  I’ve  been  painted.” 

“I  know  that,”  smiled  Cropper.  “Morto  has  never 
been  painted  quite  black  enough.” 

“That  is  true.  Now  we  will  seek  the  head  rascal  of 
Lizard  Isle.  You  are  armed,  Mr.  Cropper?  We’ll  drop 
the  Grammot  from  now  on.” 

“If  you  please,  sir,”  answered  Jack.  “I  never  could 
get  used  to  the  many  new,  names  I’ve  had  in  my  time. 
Armed?  I  guess  I’m  almost  a  walking  arsenal.” 

Jack  threw  open  his  doublet  and  displayed  a  brace  of 
silver-mounted  pistols,  while  he  also  carried  a  cutlass  at 
his  side. 

“Come,  then,”  said  the  mad  captain. 

They  left  the  palace  and  crossed  the  garden  to  the 
plaza. 

Guided  by  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle,  Jack  soon  reached 
a  house  almost  as  large  as  the  palace. 

“This  is  Morto’s  den,”  said  Capt.  Bolero,  with  a  glance 
over  his  shoulder.  “He  is  almost  as  rich  as  his  king, 
and  now  he  wants  the  jewels  of  the  Great  Mogul.” 

In  another  moment  Jack  drew  back  and  clutched  his 
companion’s  arm. 

“The  outpost!”  he  whispered  at  the  mad  captain’s  ear, 
and  the  following  instant  he  darted  forward  and  clapped 
his  hand  over  the  mouth  of  a  sentry  near  the  house. 

The  man,  taken  by  surprise,  struggled  a  little,  but  Jack 
held  him  in  a  grip  of  steel. 

The  fellow  was  bound  and  gagged,  and  then  the  mad 
captain  and  Cropper  sprang  up  the  steps  of  the  house. 

“I  know  the  way,”  whispered  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle 
to  Jack.  “I  gave  this  house  to  the  head  traitor.” 

Inside  they  halted,  but  only  for  a  moment. 

Jack  could  not  but  notice  the  glitter  in  the  mad  cap¬ 
tain’s  eyes. 

They  danced  with  demoniac  fury,  and  his  hand  seemed 
to  shake  as  it  gripped  the  sword  he  had  drawn. 

“I  sent  Don  Pasco  to  the  bottom  of  the  Devil’s  Well,” 
cried  he,  “and,  if  I  mistake  not,  he  shall  soon  have  com¬ 
pany.” 

A  hum  of  voices  fell  upon  the  couple’s  cars. 

“This  way,”  cried  Capt.  Bolero,  as  he  bounded  down 
the  corridor.  “I  have  scented  the  game.” 

Jack  was  at  the  mad  captain’s  heels,  and  the  next  mo- 
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ment  the  king  of  Lizard  Isle  burst  open  a  door  and 
called  on  some  one  to  surrender. 

There  was  a  cry  and  an  oath,  and  some  one  sprang 
from  the  room,  to  be  hurled  ten  feet  away  by  the  hands 
of  Cropper. 

It  was  Morto,  the  head  conspirator ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THAD  IN  A  TRAP. 

The  conspirators  did  not  know  what  to  do  when  they 
found  themselves  face  to  face  with  the  mad  captain  and 
jack  Cropper. 

Morto  was  not  long  picking  himself  up,  and  he  glared 
at  Jack  like  a  tiger. 

“Stand  where  you  are!”  cried  the  big  fellow,  at  the 
same  time  giving  Morto  a  look  that  emphasized  the  com¬ 
mand.  “The  tables  are  turned,  and  it  would  be  well  to 
obey  the  captain.” 

Capt.  Bolero  ordered  the  cowed  rascals  away  at  the 
muzzles  of  his  pistols,  and  they  slunk  out  of  the  place. 

This  left  Morto  at  the  mercy  of  the  two  men. 

“Tie  his  hands,  Mr.  Cropper,”  said  the  mad  captain. 

This  was  done  under  cover  of  the  mad  captain's  pistols, 
and  in  a  short  time  the  traitor  looked  his  doom  fairly  in 
the  face. 

He  was  silent,  but  insolent,  and  the  king  of  Lizard 
Isle  commanded  Jack  to  escort  him  away. 

“What  is  to  be  my  doom?”  asked  Morto,  at  last.  “You 
have  me  in  your  power,  madman— — ” 

“So  I  have,”  laughed  Capt.  Bolero.  “I  might  place 
you  between  the  guns  of  the  Sea  Cat  and  the  fort,  but 
I’ll  do  more  than  that!  You  remember  the  Devil’s 
Well?” 

Morto  recoiled  at  this,  and  his  face  whitened. 

“Fetch  him  along,  Mr.  Cropper,”  continued  the  mad 
captain.  “We  will  let  him  follow  his  old  friend,  Don 
Pasco,” 

The  night  beyond  the  house  was  dark  and  stormy. 

A  gale  swept  in  from  the  sea,  and  the  wind  raked  the 
streets  of  the  town. 

Thad  and  his  chums  in  the  fort  listened  to  the  roar 
of  the  elements,  and  wondered  what  was  going  on 
aboard  the  Sea  Cat. 

The  pirate  had  ceased  firing,  and  nothing  now  came 
from  her  guns. 

But  all  at  once  Simon  gave  a  cry  and  fell  back  from 
the  rampart. 

Thad  sprang  forward  and  caught  the  Dutch  lad’s  arm. 

“What  is  it?”  he  cried. 

“It  was  yonder,”  cried  Simon.  "It  came  up  over  the 
edge  of  the  wall - ” 

“A  man?” 

“I  cannot  say  hist  what  it  was.  I  saw  it  but  for  a 


moment,  and  it  laughed  in  my  face  with  the  leer  of  a 

fiend.”  '  'M 

Thad  went  over  to  the  spot  designated  by  Simon,  and 

looked  out  over  the  parapet. 

He  saw  nothing. 

“Look !”  suddenly  broke  forth  Oliver  at  Thad’s  right. 
“Here  they  come!” 

Half  a  dozen  heads  appeared  above  the  top  of  the 
rampart. 

In  another  instant  wild  cries  broke  out,  and  the  boys 
seized  their  cutlasses. 

The  men  of  the  Sea  Cat  had  taken  advantage  of  the 
storm  and  stolen  a  march  on  the  fort. 

They  came  up  the  rope  ladders  with  the  desperation  of 
fiends,  and  the  boys  had  for  a  moment  been  taken  off 
their  guard. 

In  another  second  a  fierce  hand-to-hand  conflict  raged 
on  the  top  of  the  wall. 

Simon  struck  the  first  one  down,  and  the  body  fell  in¬ 
side  Fort  Defiance,  and  Oliver  threw  another  pirate  head¬ 
long  to  the  ground. 

Margot,  catching  the  spirit  of  the  occasion,  flashed  a 
pistol  in  the  face  of  a  great  ruffian,  and  he  toppled  back 
over  the  edge  of  the  parapet  with  a  piercing  cry. 

It  was  a  fight  for  life! 

Thad  seemed  everywhere,  and  he  encouraged  his 
chums  as  he  fought  single-handed  against  the  pirates. 

“No  quarter  to  the  rats !”  cried  the  voice  of  the  leader 
of  the  assaulting  party. 

“We  want  none !”  responded  Simple  Simon.  “You 
can’t  beat  us  on  that  score.  At  them,  boys,  and  let  us 
finish  the  kittens  of  the  Sea  Cat  forever.”  * 

The  battle  seemed  equally  balanced  for  some  time. 

The  pirates  came  howling  up  the  ladders,  but  the  boys 
repulsed  them  each  time. 

At  last  the  men  of  the  Sea  Cat  seemed  to  have  had 
enough. 

They  did  not  come  back. 

Growling  out  their  displeasure,  they  betook  themselves 
off,  and  Simon  fired  a  cannon  which  took  them  in  the  rear 
and  strewed  the  beach  with  a  lot  of  striped  shirts. 

“I  guess  they’ve  felt  the  rats'  teeth.”  laughed  the  Dutch 
boy/  when  he  turned  away  from  the  gun.  “We’ve  got 
more  if  they  care  for  another  dose.” 

The  cries  that  came  through  the  night  died  away. 

The  buccaneers  had  gone  back  to  the  ship. 

When  morning  lit  up  the  scene  the  boys  saw  a  distant 
speck  on  the  sky  line,  and  knew  that  the  Sea  Cat  had 
turned  to  one  of  her  ocean  lairs. 

“Now  for  the  palace,”  said  Thad. 

He  left  the  fort  in  charge  of  Oliver  and  Simon,  and 
crossed  the  space  that  lay  between  it  and  the  mad  cap¬ 
tain’s  palace. 

The  palace  seemed  deserted. 

Thad  entered  and  went  to  Capt.  Bolero’s  chamber. 
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The  sight  that  met  his  gaze  caused  him  to  fall  hack 
with  a  cry  of  horror. 

On  the  door  lay  the  mad  captain,  and  when  our  hero 
'  stooped  over  him,  he  saw  that  the  man  was  dead ! 

“What  has  happened  here?”  cried  Thad,  aloud,  and 
he  was  answered  by  the  opening  of  a  door. 

Half  a  dozen  desperate-looking  men  faced  him,  and  he 
laid  his  hand  on  his  pistol,  when  one  of  the  foremost 
called  out: 

“It  is  death^to  draw,  hov!  We  have  you  now!” 

Thad  scanned  the*  rank  for  Morto,  but  the  face  of  that 
worthy  was  not  to  be  seen. 

He  felt  that  these  men  could  solve  the  mystery  that 
hung  over  the  mad  captain's  death,  and  he  was  not  slow 
to  demand  it  of  them. 

“We  owe  allegiance  to  no  one,"  responded  the  leader 
of  the  band.  “Capt.  Bolero  is  yonder,  and  no  longer  the 
king  of  Lizard  Isle.  Surrender!” 

Thad  longed  for  Simon  and  Oliver,  but,  as  it  was,  he 
was  in  the  toils. 

The  ruffians  came  forward,  and  he  was  promptly  seized. 

They  carried  him  from  the  room  and  down  a  long  flight 
of  steps  that  seemed  to  lead  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 

They  would  not  answer  his  questions. 

At  last  they  halted  in  a  chamber  that  certainly  lay  be¬ 
neath  the  palace,  and  Thad  saw  one  of  the  rascals  advance 
with  drawn  cutlass. 

“Your  time  has  come,”  said  the  fellow.  “We  are  the 
avengers  of  our  captain,  Morto !” 

Thad  started. 

Then  Morto  was  dead. 

“The  mad  captain  killed  Morto,”  continued  the  man. 
“He  threw  him  over  the  edge  of  the  Devil’s  Well.” 

“Where  were  you?”  asked  Thad. 

“We  were  powerless.  Capt.  Bolero’s  companion  made 
his  escape,  but  we  will  find  him  yet.” 

“Who  was  his  companion?” 

“A  man  who  came  recently  to  Lizard  Isle.  He  called 
himself  Grammot,  but  that  is  not  his  name.  Kidd  once 
called  him  his  man,  and  he  has  served  unde^r  Sir  Henry 
Morgan.”  » 

“Can  it  be  Tack  Cropper?”  thought  Thad. 

“Now,  sir,”  the  man  went  on,  after  a  short  pause.  “We 
are  going  to  leave  you  here.  The  place  is  a  tomb.  There 
is  no  escape,  for  when  we  leave  you  the  door  will  never 
open  again.” 

Thad  was  thrown  to  the  floor  and  left  in  bonds. 

He  saw  the  light  of  the  lanthorn  vanish,  and  the  gloom 
that  swooped  down  upon  him  was  almost  palpable. 

He  wondered  what  would  now  become  of  Simon  and 

Oliver. 

And  there  was  Margot  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  ruf¬ 
fians,  and  he  could  imagine  what  her  fate  would  be. 

He  managed  at  last  to  free  himself  from  the  cords,  but 
that  did  not  improve  matters  much. 

For  some  time  he  remained  on  the  ground,  cogitating ; 
then  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  made  the  circuit  of  his 
dungeon. 

The  walls  were  cold  and  clammy,  proof  enough  that 
he  was  underground. 

Not  a  sound  came  to  his  ears. 

Was  he  to  perish  thus?  Was  he  never  more  to  see  his 
churns,  who  had  shared  his  fortunes  from  the  day  when 
Hey  first  set  out  from  New  York  to  capture  Capt.  Kidd. 

1  The  thought  was  maddening. 


Thad  again  and  again  went  round  the  walls. 

At  last  he  heard  a  slight  tapping,  which  came  to  his  ears 
from  the  other  and  unseen  side  of  the  stones. 

At  first  it  seemed  visionary,  but  the  longer  he  listened, 
the  more  he  became  convinced  that  some  one  was  on  the 
other  side. 

Our  young  hero  placed  his  lips  close  to  the  cold  wall, 
and  asked  who  was  beyond  it. 

No  answer  came,  and,  strange  to  say,  the  tapping 
ceased. 

“It  is  no  use,’’  sighed  Thad.  “I  am  doomed  to  perish 
in  this  place !  This  is  the  vengeance  of  Morto’s  men !” 

All  at  once  the  little  sound  was  resumed. 

Thad  again  took  heart,  and  responded  with  a  like  noise. 

“Some  other  captive  is  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall !” 
cried  he.  “If  I  could  signal  him — — ” 

His  sentence  was  broken  by  a  voice  that  seemed  to 
come  through  the  stones  at  his  feet. 

He  dropped  to  the  floor,  and  listened. 

“Who  is  it?”  asked  the  voice. 

“I  am  Thad’ — Thaddeus  Fergus.” 

“Heavens !  Where  are  you  ?” 

“In  a  dungeon,  somewhere  beneath  Capt.  Bolero’s 
palace.” 

“Don’t  despair.  I  think  I  can  help  you.  This  is  the 
most  accursed  palace  I  ever  heard  of.  I  made  a  mistake 
in  escaping  from  the  rascals  who  killed  the  mad  captain 
'and  got  into  a  trap.  But  I  think  I  can  get  out,  and  then 
Til  find  you.” 

“Who  are  you  ?”  queried  Thad. 

“I’m  Cropper.” 

“Jack?” 

“Yes.” 

“Heaven  be  praised !” 

“Don’t  shout  till  I’m  out.” 

The  moments  that  ensued  were  long  and  tiresome. 

Every  now  and  then  Jack  sent  word  to  Thad  that  he 
still  had  hopes  of  getting  out  of  the  trap,  and  at  last  came 
the  welcome  “Gopd-by  1” 

“Now  I’ll  find  you,  if  possible !”  cried  Jack,  “This  is 
the  most  ticklish  business  I  was  ever  engaged  in !” 

Thad  wished  him  Godspeed,  and  then  the  moments 
grew  long  again. 

As  for  Jack,  he  managed  to  get  out  of  the  trap  into 
which  he  had  fallen,  and  found  himself  in  the  palace 
proper. 

He  had  no  weapons  now,  but  his  arms  were  strong,  and, 
passing  through  a  suit  of  rooms,  he  caught  up  a  cutlass 
which  had  notches  in  its  edge,  and  gripped  it  tightly. 

As  he  opened  a  door,  he  was  greeted  with  a  loud  shout 
and  half  a  dozen  ruffians  bounded  toward  him. 

“Morto’s  ruffians!”  said  Jack,  through  his  teeth,  and 
the  next  moment  he  braced  himself  against  the  wall. 
“Come  on,  you  spawn  of  the  tropics!  Don’t  think  that 
Jack  Cropper  fears  a  thousand  of  your  kind!  The  sea 
never  bred  such  a  lot  of  rascals !” 

They  fell  back,  and  looked  at  each  other  for  a  moment ; 
then,  with  curses,  threw  themselves  forward. 

Jack  met  them  with  his  old-time  aj^or. 

The  first  went  to  the.  floor  with  a  cleft  skull,  then 
.  another  followed,  and  presently  the  remainder  turned  and 
fled. 

“Better  than  I  thought!”  said  Jack,  as  he  wiped  his 
cutlass.  “The  sea  scum  are  cowards  1” 
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CHAPTER  XIV., 

THE  GREAT  MOGUl/s  TREASURE. 

Jack  Cropper  did  not  remain  long  in  the  room  where 
he  had  encountered  the  conspirators. 

He  heard  their  flying  footsteps,  and  then  bounded  from 
the  chamber. 

His  desire  was  now  to  find  and  liberate  Thacl.  . 

Suddenly  he  heard  some  strange  sounds,  that  seemed 
to  come  from  the  town,  and  he  went  to  one  of  the  win¬ 
dows  of  the  palace. 

Down  in  the  street  stood  Simon  and  Oliver,  half  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  lot  of  people,  some  of  whom  were  armed 
with  cutlasses  and  pistols,  and  all  seemed  bent  on  keeping 
the  boys  from  the  palace.  * 

Jack  sprang  to  the  main  door  of  the  palace,  and  then 
down  into  the  street. 

“Make  way,  there!”  he  cried.  “Let  the  boys  alone! 
They’ve  saved  the  town  from  the  Sea  Cat - ” 

“And  they’ve  killed  the  mad  captain - ” 

“It  is  false!”  and  Jack  whirled  upon  the  speaker. 
“Morto  and  his  minions  did  that,  or,  rather,  Morto  did 
not,  for  he  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  Devil’s  Well!” 

Still,  the  mob  was  not  willing  to  let  the  two  boys  pro¬ 
ceed,  whereupon  Jack  seized  the  leader  of  the  band  and 
promptly  threw  him  over  his  head. 

This  frightened  the  others,  and  in  another  moment 
Simon  and  Oliver  sprang  to  Cropper’s  side.'' 

“Now  we  will  find  Thad !”  exclaimed  the  ex-guards¬ 
man.  “He  is  somewhere  underneath  the  palace.  Where 
is  Margot?” 

“Here !”  cried  the  voice  of  the  girl.  “I  know  some¬ 
thing  about  the  dungeons  of  Lizard  Isle.” 

“Come,  then.” 

In  a  little  while  the  quartet  were  searching  the  under¬ 
ground  parts  of  the  palace,  and  eager  to  find  Thad. 

“What  is  this?”  asked  Jack  of  the  girl,  as  she  halted 
in  front  of  an  iron  door. 

“It  may  be  the  door  that  leads  to  the  jewels  of  the 
Great  Mogul.” 

“But  we  want  Thad.” 

“I  know,”  smiled  Margot.  “We  will  find  him  later. 
I  was  taken  to  the  gem  palace  blindfolded,  but  I  used  my 
hands  for  eyes.” 

The  door  was  swung  back,  and  the  little  party  tramped 
down  a  dark  passageway. 

“Thad  is  not  here !”  cried  Simon,  laying  his  hand  on 
Margot’s  arm.  “Are  you  going  to  deceive  us?” 

“Nay.” 

Suddenly  the  girl  vanished. 

“The  witch  is  gone !”  cried  Oliver. 

“Gone?  Follow  her,  Oil!” 

“But  she  is  out  of  sight.  She  vanished  as  if  the  ground 
opened  and  swallowed  her.” 

“This  way !”  cried  the  voice  of  Cropper,  who  was  some 
distance  ahead.  “Here’s  another  door !” 

This  door  did  not  yield  without  an  effort,  and,  when  it 
did,  they  heard  a  cry,  and  Thad  stood  before  them. 

“But  what  became  of  the  girl?”  asked  Simon. 

“That  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of  the  palace,”  was  the 
answer.  “We  cart*search  the  place.” 

In  another  moment  there  came  from  without  a  hoarse 
sound,  as  if  fifty  men  had  burst  into  the  place  and  were* 
ransacking  it  with  the  fury  of  Huns. 

“The  wild  men  of  Lizard  Isle !”  cried  Cropper,  as  he 
turned  like  a  lion  at  bay. 


The  cries  increased,  the  uproar  doubled,  and  the  little 
party  turned  back. 

They  reached  the  landing  of  a  flight  of  steps,  from 
which  they  had  a  view  of  a  court  below. 

The  court  was  filled  with  ruffians  of  every  description. 

They  were  headed  by  a  woman  with  disheveled  hair 
and  wild  of  feature. 

“The  witch  of  the  Devil’s  Well!”  ejaculated  Simon. 

She  looked  up,  and  caught  sight  of  the  party  over¬ 
head,  and,  with  a  yell,  led  the  ruffiaas  to  the  assault. 

“Shall  it  be  fight?”  asked  Jack,  looking  at  his  compan¬ 
ions.  “If  we  fall  into  the  hands  of  that  rabble  down 
there,  it  is  death !” 

“Fight!”  answered  the  Dutch  boy.  “Here  they  come! 
Don’t  let  the  witch  of  Lizard  Isle  get  the  best  of  you !” 

The  hideous  creature  was  halfway  up  the  stair ;  the 
men  were  behind  her,  with  pistols  and  cutlasses,  and 
Simon,  with  steady  hand,  fired  point-blank  into  the  mass. 

At  the  flash  of  his  pistol,  the  tall  figure  of  the  witch 
tottered  and  went  headlong  downward,  and  the  others 
halted  where  they  were. 

“Fire !”  cried  Thad. 

Their  weapons  spoke  again,  and  with  effect. 

There  was  confusion  on  the  stair,  and  when  the  rascals 
recovered  they  found  that  they  had  lost  their  prey. 

Jack  and  his  companions  were  gone! 

Half  an  hour  later  our  friends  emerged  from  the  pal 
ace  and  looked  around, 

No  one  was  in  sight. 

They  moved  toward  the  fort,  of  which  they  took  pos¬ 
session,  and  vowed  that  they  would  hold  it  against  the 
wild  men  of  Lizard  Isle  until  they  could  sight  a  ship  that 
would  take  them  off. 

That  night  they  were  startled  to  behold  Margot  at  the 
foot  of  the  fort  wall. 

“Let  her  in,”  commanded  Thad. 

The  girl,  upon  being  admitted,  opened  a  little  sack 
which  she  carried,  and  poured  out  in  the  blare  of  a  lan- 
thorn  a  heap  of  astonishing  jewels. 

The  three  boys  uttered  cries  of  wonder. 

“The  jewels  of  the  mad  captain,  once  the  treasure  of 
the  Great  Mogul,”  said  Margot,  with  a  smile. 

“You  found  them,  then?” 

“By  dint  of  search,”  said  Margot.  “They  are  yours,  my 
friends.” 

Thad  and  his  chums  demurred  to  this,  but  the  girl  was 
insistent,  and,  leaving  the  jewels  on  the  floor  of  the  fort, 
she  rose  and  darted  away. 

They  never  saw  her  again,  and  the  jewels  of  the  Great 
Mogul  shone  on  in  the  light  of  the  lanthorns. 

The  wild  men  of  the  capital  of  Lizard  Isle  did  not  ven¬ 
ture  to  attack  Fort  Defiance,  but  were  content  to  let  its 
little  garrison  have  full  control,  which  they  kept  until  a 
ship  came  in  sight,  which  answered  their  signals. 

It  was  not  the  Sea  Cat,  but  a  vessel  destined  to  give  the 
four  a  variety  of  exciting  adventures,  which  we  must  re¬ 
serve  for  our  next  story.  The  possessors  of  the  treasure 
of  the  Great  Mogul,  our  friends,  were  going  to  some 
thrilling  scenes,  for  they  were  about  to  take  part  in  a  ter¬ 
rible  drama  of  land  and  sea — one  that  would  try  their 
courage  and  endurance.  All  this  will  be  graphically  de¬ 
tailed  in  the  next  issue  of  the  Red  Raven  Lirrary,  en 
titled  “The  Phantom  Galleon ;  or,  Thad's  Adventures 
Along  the  Isthmus.”  Issued  next  week. 
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A  true  American  boy  likes  tales  of  brave  deeds  accomplished  by 
lads  on  the  free,  rolling  ocean,  especially  if  there  is  a  dash  of  spice 
added  in  the  shape  of  vigorous  combat  between  right  and  wrong. 
Therefore,  every  boy  who  reads  five  cent  libraries  cannot  fail  to  be 
interested  in  the  splendid  tales  of  the  sea  now  being  published 
by  The  Red  Raven  Library. 

These  stories  deal  with  the  intensely  interesting  adventures  of 
a  trio  of  brave  lads  who,  allured  by  the  promise  of  what  was  then 
considered  an  enormous  reward,  set  out  to  capture  the  notorious 
Captain  Kidd.  This  famous  freebooter  has  been  made  the  hero  of 
a  hundred  different  ventures  and  his  dark  deeds  have  even  been 
sung  to  rollicking  music,  but  it  has  been  left  to  The  Red  Raven 
Library  to  show  his  true  character. 

Remember,  boys,  these  stories  do  not  glorify  piracy  and  are  not 
harmful  in  any  way,  but  detail  in  a  most  fascinating  manner,  the 
adventures  of  our  heroes  among  the  buccaneers  of  the  Spanish 
Main.  Your  newsdealer  has  the  latest  number  on  hand.  For 
interesting  reading  we  advise  you  to  get  it. 


Price,  5  Cents 


for  sale  by  aix  newsdealers  or  sent,  postpaid, 
by  the  publishers  upon  receipt  of  price. 


THE  WINNER  LIBRARY  COMPANY 

165  West  Eifteenth  Street,  New  York 
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